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DEFINITION 
For the purpose of this study, adaptation is taken to mean, as suggested by Linda 
Hutcheon, “an extended, deliberate, announced revisitation of a particular work” 
(2004, 170) 
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ABSTRACT 
This project interrogates challenges facing the screenwriter in adapting for the screen 
narratives that are based on recorded events. A practice-led examination framed 
conceptually by the screenwriting process, thus raises questions of authorship in the 
context of writing adaptations for contemporary film. The creative practice constitutes 
two adapted screenplays, accompanied by an exegesis that includes interviews with 
prominent Australian screenwriters, all original material which is critical to this work. 
Theoretically, the project considers Australian and international adaptation studies 
scholarship, principally the work of Robert Stam and Linda Hutcheon, and argues for 
a set of principles that are central to the success of a screen adaptation endeavor. 
These principles are derived from the critical and creative practice as well as analysis 
of the interview material. 
Both screenplays, The Red Shoe and Shadows, provide separate interrogation of a 
narrative of a documented public event, one of major significance in Australian social 
and political history. By using creative practice as research, the work consists of two 
separate feature film adaptations that contrast the screen representation of two women 
who occupy the same temporal space, one purely fictional, one dramatized from her 
biography, thus the similarities and differences in the process of creating these two 
separate characters are observed through the practice of adaptation. 
The screenplays deliver a contribution to knowledge in the domain of Australian 
screenwriting and the accompanying exegetical examination offers a first scholarly 
engagement with the issues of adaptation of fictional versus non-fictional work in this 
field. This project illuminates how choices are made in the process of writing the 
screenplay adaptation of fiction, if and how this changes when adapting narratives 
based on actual events or people, why this happens, and where theoretical discussion 
sits beside actual practice. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
AIMS OF THE RESEARCH 
Film adaptations based on recorded events remain popular and constant as source 
material, but as yet have not undergone the same degree of critical scrutiny afforded 
to works drawn from fiction. This research aims to respond to the call from film 
adaptation scholars for further discussion of film adaptation processes and offers a 
critical and creative response to those suggestions. A key contribution of this project 
is a diagram that charts the writing process of the adaptation of the novel The Red 
Shoe into the screenplay of the same name. This type of close procedural analysis has 
not been included in prior adaptation scholarship. This project offers a screenwriter’s 
response to a lack of critical enquiry in this sector. 
The exegesis that follows consists of an Introduction, a discussion on Methodology, a 
Contextual Review and an Analysis of different productions based on Interview 
material. The contextual review is an important component of this exegesis as the 
discussion reveals clearly that there has been no practitioner-based scholarly 
investigation of this important aspect of the Australian screen writing process. 
RESEARCH QUESTION 
This exegesis, and the associated creative practice, explores the following key 
research questions: 
What writing challenges face the screenwriter when authoring screen adaptions from 
fictional and non-fictional texts for a contemporary audience? 
What principles can be articulated to support this screenwriting process in relation to 
adaptation, and in relation to the representation of this process? 
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INTRODUCTION 
There are many voices, some given agency, some silenced, in a screen adaptation. 
These offerings, particularly those drawn from actual events, blur the lines between 
when a story starts and ends, and who created them. This project then, gives voice to 
one particular absence, that of the invisibility of the secondary author in this process, 
the screenwriter, thus establishing the role of the screenplay (and screenwriter), 
predominantly overlooked by, and acknowledged as deserving of, further attention 
within academic adaptation studies discourse. The project is a practice-led work, 
being 66% creative practice, and the remainder a critical study. 
The creative practice as research component consists of two screenplays; the first is 
an adaptation of The Red Shoe, a novel for young adults written by Ursula 
Dubosarsky. Set in the period of the Cold War, it depicts a fictional family struggling 
with the aftermath of war whilst unknowingly living next door to an international 
drama. This world event was real: the defection of Soviet spies Evdokia and Vladimir 
Petrov, which came to epitomize the Cold War in Australia. 
The choice of the second adaptation grew out of the first. The biography of both 
Petrovs, Empire of Fear, ghost-written by Richard Thwaites, an Australian Security 
agent, was the source from which Evdokia’s personal story was extracted. Rather than 
seeing her exclusively through the prism of a Soviet spy who defects, the aim is to 
present a story about her as a woman: wife, daughter, sister, and mother, drawn from 
reclaimed memories of her past. This representation further explores the subjectivity 
and un/reliability of memory, and what this means to the screenwriter in the process 
of adaptation. 
These creative works being adaptations based on stories from a particular time 
recorded in Australian social and political history, that of the Cold War, this project 
then draws from within the cracks of recorded collected memory and history, through 
creative endeavour, new ways of telling in what Linda Hutcheon describes as “a 
creative and interpretive act of appropriation/salvaging” (2006, 8). 
This introduction is in three sections: first, provides a rationale for this topic; second, 
a summary of the key principles which I address at length at various points throughout 
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this discussion, (being 1, 2, 3, 4, 5). They are also documented as an appendix 
(appendix A) having been developed from the literature review, the interview data, 
and my own experience in this field, as well as my reflection on the writing of these 
screenplays for this project. The third part locates the creative work within a social 
and historical framework. 
The practitioner as researcher 
When Joyce Boyum identifies as being “somewhat schizophrenic”[sic] in that she has 
acted as both an established journalist reviewing films at the same time as an 
academic teaching and researching film art (1985, ix) her position resonates. While I 
have also straddled the divide between the two worlds, that of practitioner, a 
screenwriter, and that of an academic teaching film and television production and 
screenwriting, I regard myself more experienced in the former than the latter. 
My credentials to undertake a creative practice as research project consist of more 
than thirty years working in film and television: ten years in production, then another 
25 years as a script editor, a script producer, a script assessor for state funding bodies 
while at the same time, a television screenwriter with many produced writing credits 
including but not limited to: A Country Practice, E-Street, Butterfly Island, 
Heartbreak High, The Last Resort, G.P., MacLeod’s Daughters and The Bill. Given 
my experience, my choice of scholarly engagement in this field, therefore, is practice- 
led. As Lesley Duxbury and Elizabeth Grierson suggest for an artist undertaking a 
creative research project that it is through “these artist-writers we can confront and 
contemplate what it means to think, and what it means to work through practice for 
the process of this thinking and coming to know the world through sustained enquiry” 
(2007, 7). They continue to discuss how creative practice as research may work 
within the academy: “In many respects we are brought into alignment with knowledge 
and appearance, and with the way working through practice ‘works’ as a knowledge 
field” (ibid). 
Within the criteria set by Screen Australia for funding under their features 
development, I more than qualify as a “proven” writer, one “who holds at least six 
produced one hour drama television screenplays with written by credits” (Screen 
Australia 2013). However, I would count my time as a production manager of equal 
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importance in the understanding of the construction of the screenplay. In this capacity 
when working on a continuing drama series, in order to create a workable schedule 
that adheres to the budget, the production manager’s role includes breaking the 
screenplay down, that is, cross referencing scenes into location or studio setting, 
which characters are in which scenes, necessary props, action requiring special 
effects, or stunt doubles, where additional equipment, crew or cast may be required, 
and any other details necessary for a smooth production. This process is repeated 
each week, with scripts written by many different writers and through such practice, 
this continual close reading, it provided me with a strong sense of how various 
elements of a screenplay functioned. Through my professional experience as outlined 
above, although I am conversant with the elements of a successful screenplay, I 
became aware through research there was little by way of a scholarly account that 
provides an exemplar of combining creative application with reflective practice. The 
preliminary literature review revealed several scholarly references to a lack of 
scrutiny in this area, including Jack Boozer, who states “…the increasing attention to 
intertextual and intermedial influences in adaptation over the last two decades 
provides an opportunity to highlight the most consistent and crucial example of 
intertextuality at work, namely, the writing of the transmedial screenplay” (2008, 14). 
The position adaptation holds within the industry is a curious one. The preference by 
producers and film financiers for adaptation of existing texts is well established. In 
1991, David Hare noted executives “tend to come over queer when offered a script 
which is not based on ‘facts’ that they think they can hold on to” (1991, 152). Hare 
continued that he had once: 
… bluffed a [U.K.] film financier by telling him that Wetherby was based on a
story I had read in the Yorkshire Post about a stranger blowing his brains out 
in front of a schoolteacher. This blatant untruth instantly reassured him. For in 
the eyes of those who decide which films shall or shall not be made, there is 
no murkier or more unreliable place for a story to originate than inside a 
screenwriter’s imagination (1991, 153). 
This opinion held by producers is not peculiar to the United Kingdom, but had been 
operating in Hollywood for decades. Screenwriter Ernest Lehman comments that as 
early as 1958 an original screenplay had little commercial or social credibility for a 
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screenwriter: the emphasis of the Hollywood producers was on a property that had 
proved itself already in another medium, either as a play or novel. If he attended a 
party and responded to the question ‘what are you working on?’ with the reply ‘an 
original screenplay’ then “the questioner’s eyes would glass over such was the lack of 
currency of the original” (1981, 205). 
Historically, adaptation also remains popular with Australian producers and film 
financiers. However in a recent study Matthew Hancock claimed that Australian 
adaptations in the period 1999- 2008 had declined to one in five while “in the US, 
around 70 per cent of all projects being developed by Hollywood studios are 
adaptations. In the UK it is just shy of 50 per cent” (2010, 4). Hancock’s paper argues 
for an increase in development of adaptations in Australia stating his research 
revealed that returns on adaptations are far greater than returns on original works: 
For titles released in 1999–2008, a comparison of the typical earnings for 
individual films shows that adaptations perform better in the average than 
original films. While original films do have a greater propensity for 
exceptional performance, they are also very volatile and so their ability to set 
the benchmark for success is offset by a high failure rate. By comparison, the 
box office earnings for adaptations are more consistent. Their median box 
office was almost triple that of original films during the study period (2010, 3- 
4). 
Hancock’s study is by no means definitive as a measurement of development trends in 
adaptation for the screen. His argument seems to be based largely upon the cost of 
acquisition of copyright as a primary deterrent for producers in this country. There 
could be other factors at play, as Hancock himself acknowledges. There are natural 
cycles of fluctuation in any genre. Australian screenwriters, despite what Hancock has 
identified as a risk to return for the investor, have also enjoyed some of the highest 
grossing returns on original screenplays, one example being Crocodile Dundee. 
Further, though popular with producers, the adaptation is not the first preference of 
the screenwriter. This is not without reason. 
Landon Palmer, reviewing the nominees in the Best Adapted Screenplay category for 
the Academy Awards in 2013 observed: “The art of adaptation is a tricky one. Taking 
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someone else’s material, made for an entirely different medium, and reworking it to 
fit in the confines of a feature film is much like attempting to fit a square peg into a 
hexagonal hole. The elements aren’t designed to work together” (2013). Linda Seger 
in The Art of Adaptation states: “adaptation is a transition, a conversion, from one 
medium to another. All original material will put up a bit of a fight, almost as if it 
were saying, ‘Take me as I am’. Yet adapting implies change” (1992, 2). The 
screenwriter then, when undertaking an adaptation as opposed to writing an original 
screenplay, one that is derived from within the writer’s imagination, is embarking 
upon “a process that demands rethinking, reconceptualising and understanding how 
the nature of drama is intrinsically different from the nature of all other literature” 
(ibid). Palmer continues: 
It’s even trickier to take that same material and make it into a good movie, 
where the integrity of the original remains intact but the quality of its 
adaptation still retains a palpable uniqueness. The best adaptations, then, are 
hardly transcriptions, but deliberate acts of taking a work that exists elsewhere 
and making it speak to the possibilities of cinematic storytelling (2013). 
Without hesitation, the three screenwriters I interviewed for this project when asked 
which they would prefer to write, an adaptation or an original screenplay, all 
nominated an original work. Susan Smith offered this advice: “Don’t do this (an 
adaptation) because you think it will be easier (because story/characters are already 
established) … it is harder because you start off with one hand tied behind your back” 
(personal interview, April 21, 2009). However, this had not been my experience when 
I had first flirted with adaptation as a novice writer. 
My first attempt at writing for the screen was when I adapted Euripides play, Medea 
into a screenplay as an undergraduate. It was through this process I discovered the 
pleasure (and pain) of writing. Later I wondered whether that had at an unconscious 
level been an influence on my writing career which followed in television drama, 
where setting, characters, temporality, style and even stories are already established. 
For me then, there is certain symmetry in returning to adaptation at a deeper level. 
Not only is this project timely within the current debate in adaptation studies, I am, 
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with my discovery of Ursula Dubosarsky’s The Red Shoe furthering my initial 
creative exploration on the theme of women, dislocation, family and loss. 
The principles 
I thought my usual writing process would best be described as organic rather than 
structured. However, I recognized there was a certain level of organisation that 
emerged: which I outline below as a set of principles. 
The project then is focused through this set of principles, designed to highlight how 
the screenwriter, when undertaking an adaptation, operates as a secondary author. 
Though informed by the theory and comparative practices, they primarily emerged 
from the practice: they were the elements that required the most reflective thought on 
why they had created an impasse in the writing process. The purpose of these 
principles is to illuminate for both the practitioner and those analyzing the adaptation 
process, the various elements that fit together in the mosaic of adaptive screenwriting, 
exploring in particular the differences and similarities between adaptions from fiction 
and non-fiction source texts. Though these principles are shown as separate entities, 
they should be considered as overlapping, operating simultaneously. 
1) Textual fidelity: addressing concepts of interpretation. This is the elephant in
the room. Despite scholarly debate about adaptation moving away from textual 
fidelity toward a discussion around the inter-textual nature of adaptation, industry 
remains attached to prioritizing the initiating text. As an established readership should 
provide an audience guarantee this cannot be ignored. And, for the producer, there can 
be other loyalties at play (as demonstrated in the case studies below). It is vital to 
establish at the beginning if your project will be a close reworking from one medium 
to another, or a less literal interpretation, and whether you and your producer share the 
same view on what this means in practice. 
2) Identification of the central driving force within the narrative: this is a
complex process that clarifies themes, structure, characters and character journeys, 
tone, voice, audience and aesthetics, all of which need to be teased apart then 
rearranged. Though these can be and are discussed as separate elements within many 
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screenwriting guides, they operate both individually and cooperatively in the process 
of writing a screenplay. As this project focuses on the screenwriter as a secondary 
author, I have concentrated in this principle upon the subtle differences that operate 
between writing an original screenplay and an adaptation as to how these several 
competing elements vie to become the determining factor for the screenwriter. 
3) ‘Singing’ the screenplay into a tour de force: editing/deleting and writing
additional scenes. This requires the screenwriter to take ownership of the emerging 
narrative, engaging with the idea of the palimpsest, something that retains the 
familiarity of the original whilst offering a new interpretation. 
4) Negotiating factual and fictional imperatives: considering contradictions that
may arise between the text to be adapted and the writer’s additional research: the 
influence of mega-texts on the screenwriter. 
5) The author and subject: moral and ethical considerations involved in
respecting the initiating author’s work, and in the case of narrative based on fact, the 
subject of that narrative. 
As stated previously, it is the decisions made about how these elements link together 
that creates both the stepping-stones and the stumbling blocks through the mire that is 
writing an adaptation for the screen. The craft knowledge necessary in the application 
of these principles demonstrates the ability of the screenwriter as the secondary 
author. The reflective practice chapter below provides details of how I used these 
principles individually and collectively in my own practice. 
The Red found under the bed 
The cover of the young adult novel, The Red Shoe, depicting three young girls, 
probably sisters, caught my eye on a steamy night in Brisbane when the author Ursula 
Dubosarsky received the Queensland’s Premier’s award. Reading the flyleaf, I 
recognized here were many resonances with my own life: the setting of 1954 which is 
also the time of my own childhood; there are three sisters (I am one of three 
daughters) with approximately the same age range of my own sisters; they live in a 
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beachside suburb of Sydney which I did; and the father is suffering what is now 
termed post trauma stress disorder from war but in my childhood my father’s 
hospitalizations were referred to as ‘nerves’. The silent discomfort rippling just below 
the surface of this suburban family was instantly recognizable, as were the various 
ways the children reacted to it. Set within the era of the cold war, Dubosarsky 
incorporated into the text the defining moment of that time in Australia: that of the 
defection of the Soviet spies, Vladimir and Evdokia Petrov. 
The backdrop of this intriguing political landscape was irresistible. In Imagining the 
Fifties, John Murphy outlines how the incumbent Liberal Party Prime Minister Robert 
Menzies’ constant warnings of the possibility of a third world war, together with a 
“campaign against communism, cut across the hopes of post-war prosperity, seeking 
to implicate local Communist Party activism in the darkening international scene 
through the language of fifth columns and internal subversion” (2000, 91). Murphy 
suggests that: “’Historians’ interpretations of the Cold War have frequently focused 
on the attempt to ban the Communist Party and on the Petrov affair in 1954, and 
represented Menzies as cynically and successfully magnifying, if not creating, fear for 
political advantage” (ibid). Murphy further asserts that: “For conservatives, 
communists were an alien influence, with no legitimate part in the political order, 
unscrupulously refusing to play by the rules of a liberal democracy” (2000, 97). The 
convenient timing of the defection of the Soviet Spies just before an election has 
remained a talking point through the decades. Certainly Menzies announcement of 
“the spectacular news to a hushed parliament and radio audience on 13 April (1954): 
Vladimir Petrov, ostensibly third secretary of the Soviet Embassy, but in fact the head 
of Soviet intelligence in Australia, had defected” (2000, 127) had the desired effect on 
the populace, confirming the presence amongst them of foreign espionage of 
considerable scale. Vladimir had left behind his wife, Evdokia, claiming he believed 
she would not want to leave her family in Moscow. He later recanted this decision, 
requesting ASIO to intervene in her forced departure and encourage her to seek 
asylum. In her biography, Empire of Fear, Evdokia describes the drama of her own 
defection at Darwin airport (1956, 314-329). Photographs of her looking terrified 
being frog-marched between two Russian security guards to board the waiting aircraft 
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bound for Moscow were splashed across national and international newspapers, 
entering into our cultural and political history records. (See appendix D) 
As a young child, I vaguely remember those photographs and newsreels, along with 
the fear and excitement generated by stories about Russian spies named Petrov. 
Though the novel is a story for young people, it was surprising how deeply I engaged 
with the narrative. It is short, I read it in a day, but it lingered. 
Set against this politically fear-inducing backdrop, are the personal stories of the 
fictional family in crisis of The Red Shoe. In Living with the Aftermath, Joy Damousi 
suggests: “marriage breakdown was a common side effect of the war, though not all 
women chose to end the marriage. The institution of marriage was being questioned in 
the light of the number of marital anxieties emerging, though many were due to 
depression of the returned soldiers” (2001, 119) as is the case with this fictional 
family created by Dubosarsky. Bill, the father, is not a returned soldier but served in 
the merchant navy, his ship was seconded into the war effort then sunk by torpedo. It 
was this approach that Dubosarsky took that appealed: by focusing not on those in the 
direct line of battle, but those who also contributed toward the war effort who still 
suffer the effects of war long after it is over, including their families. Another 
example, though a minor character, one of the wives of the story, Yvonne, loses her 
husband, not to enemy engagement but he does not return home when de-mobbed, 
and instead stays behind with a girl he met while serving in a foreign country. And 
Paul, Bill’s brother, the ultimate victim in the story, suffers because he was too young 
to serve. The story expands the narratives of post-war suffering by depicting these less 
often acknowledged victims: those who experienced guilt for not being in direct 
combat, and those who feel guilt at being too young to serve. 
The interweaving of narratives in The Red Shoe, the way the story unravels and the 
circularity of the telling, creates a gentle accumulation of story knowledge. The sense 
of the sanctity and protection of childhood allows an innocent exploration of the 
family, their interwoven lives within a specific sense of time and place, but with a 
disquiet rippling beneath the surface. This layering of the narrative suggested this text 
as a possibility for adaptation to film to me. From the silences, the sub-text, the 
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seductive underbelly, I could envisage an engaging screen representation emerging. 
This novel has a strong sense of fear, anxiety and threat lurking beneath the calm 
optimism, very much a representation not only of the experiences of the family but of 
the post WWII fifties, with a growing dissatisfaction with prescribed gender roles and 
economic instability bubbling beneath the surface, described by Judith Way as: 
… a poignant look at a specific time in Australia's history, through the
clouded eyes of a child. Issues of mental and physical health are not 
often associated with the clichéd view of affluent Australia in the 
1950s, but the scourge of polio, depression and what then would have 
been termed 'shell shock' are viewed in terms of the wider human cost 
of such illnesses. (Way 2007, 1) 
Though I was drawn to this story, I decided my telling would not be through the 
“clouded eyes of a child” but rather through the mother, for I wanted to alter the 
audience receptor from that of young adult to adult. There were several reasons 
behind this decision. Firstly, to make a period film is expensive, and the style in the 
novel though beautifully written and engaging as a novel, I did not believe would 
compete well in the young adult market place against the more populist Harry Potter 
and Vampire movies; secondly, as the writer must be enthusiastic about their chosen 
text, I had imagined it from an adult perspective. But exactly how I would engage 
with it as a film narrative, I was not sure. In Story, Robert McKee suggests that “the 
story tells you its meaning: you do not dictate meaning to the story. You do not draw 
action from idea, rather idea from action” (1998, 118). So, though the theme that 
underlines the novel is that of dealing with trauma on many levels for both the adults 
and the children, as McKee suggests, I did not start to write on the theme, but rather 
allowed that to emerge into action until it finally became the spine of the screenplay. 
It can be seen then that I started from the second determinant in my creative practice. 
This was not a conscious decision but more an intuitive one. The details of my 
working process, and how this and all other determinates operated, are outlined below 
in detail in the reflective practice (Chapter Five). 
As well as seeing the potential for a cinematic treatment, my choice to adapt a novel 
intended for young adults into a screenplay for adults was based in part on practical 
reasoning.  I thought it was less likely than an adult novel to have an option taken on 
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it already. When I approached the publisher for permission to adapt and publish as 
part of a PhD, permission was granted immediately. I discovered later that, despite 
Dubosarsky being a well-established writer within the children’s genre, The Red Shoe 
was also written as the creative component of a PhD. When published, the novel won 
numerous awards. 
 
The author describes how she came to write The Red Shoe. While driving she became 
lost. As she attempted to find her way, the death of Evdokia Petrov in Melbourne was 
announced over the car radio. The broadcaster invited the audience to phone in with 
their personal memories of the Petrovs: 
... one woman said she believed that the ASIO ‘safe house’ that Mr Petrov was 
kept hidden in for some weeks, was actually the house next door to where she 
lived as a child in Palm Beach ... that the arrival of black Commonwealth cars 
in their remote sandy beachside suburb made a great impression ... coming up 
and down the gravelled roads, especially when they used to stop and give her 
and her barefoot sister a lift up to school (2008, 1). 
 
Dubosarsky continues to expand on how this memory inspired her to write the story. 
Instantly she imagined these to be three sisters living next door to a hidden Russian 
spy: “I think I was attracted to the idea of the private domestic family literally next 
door to a big grand international public event without even knowing it, and what that 
suggests about how we experience the world” (2008, 2). I find it interesting how this 
story came into being: the author, flustered, lost and running late, became transfixed 
by a radio broadcast, which triggered creative inspiration. 
 
It was this idea, the private lives juxtaposed against a major public happening “and 
what that suggests about how we experience the world” (Dubosarsky) that  also 
created a desire in me to adapt this book. 
 
As mentioned previously, the first novel lead to the second adaptation. As a writer, I 
was drawn to explore how that which is absent is always present, threatening to erupt 
and disturb at any time: how memory creates and distorts history both the personal 
and political, weaving different narratives depending upon where the lens is placed 
allowing  the  possibility  of  two  discretely  different  film  script  adaptations.  By 
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exploring first, the fictional depiction of the era as portrayed in The Red Shoe with an 
integration of fact woven through, this exercise lead to the next text, the Petrov 
biography. Empire of Fear, (screenplay Shadows) the second adaptation, offered the 
opportunity to explore adaptation from a different perspective, that of adapting a self 
textualized narrative, and one that interacted with the first. 
While The Red Shoe is a fiction built around an actual event, albeit inspired by an 
unreliable memory, the story of the female spy, Evdokia Petrov, ghost written by the 
Australian Security Intelligence Organisation (ASIO) operative Richard Thwaites, 
Empire of Fear is drawn from interviews conducted with both husband and wife, 
Vladimir and Evdokia Petrov, before and during the Royal Commission that followed 
their defection. They state in the forward it to be “a book of evidence rather than 
opinions. We did not set out to write an anti-Soviet book, but to tell a true story, 
whatever picture might emerge” (Petrov 1956, 10). It continues with a challenge for 
“anybody to disprove a single word of what we have written” (ibid). They also quote 
findings from the Report of the Royal Commission, which, in part, found “We feel 
that in the final result we should find, and we do find, that the Petrovs are witnesses of 
truth” (ibid). Though they claim the book is written to tell their story so that people in 
the West would know the truth about what was really happening in the Soviet Union 
to innocent people, the importance of recognition of truthfulness appears to weigh 
heavily on the Petrovs. Their truthfulness, however, is one that is later disputed and 
one that relates to determinant number four that I expand on in later discussions. 
While acknowledging others (mainly male politicians and historians) have 
disregarded this text as not being a factual account, however for a screenwriter 
undertaking an adaptation it is quite rich with events. Not only that, as about two 
thirds of the book concerns Evdokia’s and Vladimir’s lives prior to their arrival in 
Australia, this focus suited my aim to write a screenplay of her personal life, to reveal 
Evdokia as a woman: wife, mother, sister, daughter whose career happened to be in 
the Soviet Security force, later known as KGB The defection and its political 
aftermath have already been well documented. My interest lies in trying to portray 
the woman behind the facade created by newspaper images. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
METHODOLOGY 
Carol Gray states: “The aim of methodology is to help us understand, in the broadest 
possible terms, not the products of inquiry, but the process itself” (Gray, 2004, 17). 
The process in this project is indeed the inquiry, each separate component informing 
the others. Expanding the idea of the exegesis as meme, Estelle Barrett suggests: “that 
we need new ways of representing ideas and of illuminating the world and domains of 
knowledge” (2007, 161). The methodology employed in this instance is framed within 
the qualitative paradigm, combining creative practice: the writing of two adaptations 
for the screen, a textual analysis through reflective practice to locate the findings 
within a theoretical framework, and interviews with other Australian practitioners. 
The purpose of this particular methodology is aligned with this view of “illuminating 
the world and domains of knowledge” (ibid) by creating new knowledge and 
theoretical discussion in the field of adaptation studies. 
The interdisciplinary nature of creative arts research, as Estelle Barrett noted, creates 
“an often vexed issue … related to establishing the work in an identifiable location 
within the broader arena made up of more clearly defined disciplines or domains of 
knowledge” (2007, 7). Answering this statement, this study is centrally concerned 
with the process of adaptation, despite the influence of, and engagement with, other 
inter-related bodies of theory. These other substantial and important theoretical areas 
that relate to this project, such as those of memory studies, life writing, trauma studies 
and history, are employed within the discussion from time to time, but I must 
emphasise that this project is shaped by, and anchored within, adaptation studies 
theory. 
This project consists of three separate yet integrated and interdependent elements 
outlined below: 
Creative Practice as Research 
The principal component of this research is a practical undertaking of which Lesley 
Duxbury suggests: 
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Art practice is a complex activity that draws upon a wide range of 
circumstances and references that in many ways do not adhere to the 
objectivity of other disciplines. The reasons for making the work are many and 
various, however generally it materializes through ‘doing’, through a physical 
engagement with materials and often reveals the unexpected. (2007, 19) 
As a screenwriting practitioner who relates to the idea of doing as learning, 
undertaking a predominantly practically based research project is my preferred 
approach. Writing creatively as a  site  of knowledge  generation  in the academy, 
suggests Elizabeth Grierson, “is to consider creativity and creative research as a 
condition of knowing and being” (2009, 17). She acknowledges the methodology of 
combining a creative work with exegesis as a dual process which “allows researchers 
to reconcile what may otherwise be seen as contradictory impulses: to dream 
expansively and plan logically using a process of reflection and critical interrogation” 
(2009, 17). This project then: 
a) Interrogates through creative practice the process of adapting a combination
of fact and fiction by writing a screenplay adaptation of the young adult fiction, The 
Red Shoe, by Ursula Dubosarsky. 
b) Further interrogates through creative practice the process of adapting that
which is claimed as fact, by writing a screenplay adaptation of Evdokia Petrov drawn 
from her biography Empire of Fear. 
At this point it must be acknowledged that a screenwriter would not normally 
undertake a speculative adaptation. Due to the cost of acquiring copyright, the usual 
process would be for a producer to commission the screenwriter after they have taken 
an option on the property. William Horne, while supporting the idea of a further 
examination of the screenplay as necessary within adaptation studies discourse, raises 
the issue of which version of the screenplay would be the basis of examination given 
that the screenplay is a fluid document with many amendments during the production 
(Horne 1992, 48). 1f the object were to examine each independent inter-text of film 
process of which the screenplay is the initiating text, then it would be the production 
draft screenplay that best serves that purpose as it functions as the blueprint for the 
film.    It  is  acknowledged  the  screenplays  written  for  this  dissertation  are  not 
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production drafts; they have not undergone the scrutiny of a producer nor director and 
therefore should be considered first drafts. 
Though the writing of my creative and exegetical components progressed in different 
stages, they are presented as a strongly linked document. However, I was aware of the 
view of the author of The Red Shoe, Ursula Dubosarsky, whose book (as stated above) 
was also undertaken as a PhD creative practice as research project at Macquarie 
University of her position around the process of the creative and dissertation 
components: 
… the interaction … of the two processes (might rouse) a certain anxiety that
all creative writers are familiar with, of becoming too self-conscious, too 
cerebral, too aware of what they are doing in an intellectual way that the 
disciplined requirements of an academic approach may impose, with a fear 
that some vitality or apparent spontaneity will be lost (in the creative work) 
(2006a, Dubosarsky p.12) 
This duality of the two separate processes, mentioned above by Elizabeth Grierson as 
“to dream expansively and plan logically” (ibid) I argue, despite being challenging to 
undertake simultaneously, does reap benefits. 
Textual Analysis and Theoretical Framing 
This exegetical document accompanying the creative work contains: firstly, rigorous 
analysis of the field of adaptation studies designed to locate this project within a 
theoretical framework; and secondly, a comprehensive reflection upon my experience 
of adaptation within the identified field of adapting non-fiction, including specific 
detail on how key scenes came into being in the adapted screenplay. 
Using the primary texts, The Red Shoe (2006) and Empire of Fear (1956), the first 
text relates to the second: the real characters of Evdokia and Vladimir Petrov are 
included within the fictional narrative of the first text; the second text, their 
biography, is commonly read as an historical biography. An adaptation can be seen as 
a palimpsest,  a layering  of ideas  and texts  where each  new text reinterprets its 
predecessor. This idea is particularly appropriate given the underlying story that 
informs both texts contained in this project, that of the Petrov defection, which 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   17	  
interacts with existing recorded texts of history: both political and cultural. The 
emerging texts, the screenplays, engage with this event through a particular portal: 
one that portrays women and families affected by trauma. Textual analysis is 
therefore considered the most useful research method through which to examine the 
emergence of these new interpretations. Where a film studies approach might engage 
with aspects of production and audience, as, I state below, a screenplay provides a 
new text that operates as a blueprint for a visual retelling, and this retelling remains a 
continuation of a narrative. 
Textual analysis operates within key adaptation studies frameworks to make 
connections between why a particular narrative becomes repeated, and how reshaping 
that narrative, particularly those that apply to historical events, can offer new insights 
into that event, or, in this instance, one of the key players in that event. These 
different interpretations offer for a contemporary audience an understanding of past 
attitudes toward and by women; a comparison between living in a communist or a 
democratic society, and new insights into how post-war trauma is experienced by and 
within families. The representation of these ideas is explored through an interaction 
between creative expression and reflective practice. 
These reflections are further contextualized by comparing my findings of writing the 
screenplays with the reflections of other screenwriters, drawn from interviews 
concerning their adaptation processes of projects. 
Interviews 
Qualitative interviews are like night goggles according to Herbert and Irene Rubin, 
“permitting us to see that which is not ordinarily on view and examine that which is 
looked at but seldom seen” (2005, vii). Though I could have chosen to engage only 
with analysis of writers work, I knew intuitively that semi-formal interviews with 
other screenwriters would provide information that I could access no other way. 
Though acknowledging the value of the qualitative interview, Michael Myers 
discusses problems that can arise using this method of research (2007, 241). The list 
of problems he has identified: artificiality of interview, lack of trust, level of entry 
(different  level  to  interviewee),  and  ambiguity  of  language.  None  of  which  I 
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considered apply in my instance, as the interviewees know me as a colleague, 
therefore an equal, one who shares their language. However, the interviewee is not 
invisible, they can be intrusive. It would be remiss not to acknowledge that 
familiarity may also have other hidden risks. In my instance, perhaps the focus 
became a discussion on problems experienced while little was offered by way of 
benefits for instance. I gained the impression there were few. Myers also warns that 
the interviewee may “soak up the information” without considering they are 
“constructing knowledge” (ibid), and acknowledge these interviews as a considerable 
contribution to new knowledge in this field. 
The main purpose of these semi-formal interviews however is to contextualize my 
own creative practice with the processes used by other Australian screenwriters when 
undertaking adaptations. The interviews were conducted in a semi-structured mode. 
As we have all either worked or served on various industry bodies together in a 
professional capacity, though I started with a set of questions, their responses were 
within the mode of “snowballing technique”, that is, the direction of the conversation 
was shaped by the information offered, rather than by any preconceived ideal. As we 
consider each other to be colleagues, as stated previously, the engagement was as 
equals, thus all three participants were more open than they would be with someone 
who was not expert within the field of screenwriting. As Susan and John have worked 
extensively as writing partners, I conducted their interview together on April 21, 
2009. Ian David’s interview was conducted on February 14, 2009. The duration of 
each interview was three hours. 
The interviewees were selected because their works are located within the field of the 
inquiry: that of adaptation of memoir, and a fictionalized memoir. All three 
participants are award winning Australian screenwriters. Ian David whose screen 
credits include Joh’s Jury, Blue Murder among others reflects upon his adaptation of 
Robert Drewe’s The Shark Net, a fictionalized memoir. Susan Smith, whose screen 
credits include Bastard Boys, reflects upon her adaptation of Jill Ker Conway’s 
memoir The Road from Coorain. Together with John Alsop she also wrote Brides of 
Christ and Leaving of Liverpool, and both reflect upon their adaptation of George 
Johnston’s My Brother Jack, this novel being considered a fictionalized memoir. 
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As I know the interviewees, I conducted the interviews at my home. During the 
interview, I wrote notes directly on the computer. On the same day after they left I 
transcribed the notes, then emailed copies to each of the interviewees as this 
transcription in effect edited them. Each of the interviewees approved them as 
accurate representations of our discussions. 
 
Permission to publish and Transcripts of interviews are included in the appendices (B 
and C) 
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CHAPTER THREE 
CONTEXTUAL REVIEW 
This contextual review comprises of a detailed account of the field in three parts. The 
first examines the instructional texts for the practitioner writing an adaptation for the 
screen; the second provides a critical review of current adaptation scholarly debate; 
and the third concludes with the specific field identified as requiring further 
investigation: adapting biography and, more specifically, adapting texts that interact 
with history via an examination of writing the screenplay. 
According to Carole Gray and Julian Malins, the function of the contextual review is 
to: “define both the scope of the inquiry as well as the state of the relevant knowledge 
base to date….it is the ‘bridge’ between the identification of the research problem – 
the ‘what’? and researching that problem through the methodology – the ‘how’?” 
(2004, 35). Through this examination, a gap in knowledge was discovered. As early 
as 1975 Robert and Katherine Morsberger were calling for an examination of the 
writing of screenplays arguing that as the screenplay was the initiating intermediary 
text between the novel and the finished film, that screenplays should be the starting 
point of a new investigation on process. They further suggest that the  “cinema 
journals are inclined to consider every aspect of film making before the script. The 
dogmatic cinema cultist, as contrasted to the movie fan, generally wants to discuss 
films as ‘film’ – meaning what is on celluloid – and is far more concerned with shot 
analysis than with story and scenario” (1975, 45). 
By 2007, the call for closer scrutiny of the screenwriter’s adaptation practice 
remained in large part, ignored. Peter Lev identifies the absence of analysis of 
screenplays in adaptation studies as an oversight, with scholars mostly comparing 
literary texts with the finished film. He repeats the argument that this is an area that 
requires much deeper investigation (Lev, 2007, 337). 
A gap in adaptation studies commentary was thus identified: not only a demand for 
more on screenwriting process, but more specifically, about adapting biography and 
memoir, as further recognized by Sarah Heidt: 
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Film adaptations of first-person life writings have received almost no attention 
from scholars  of adaptation. To begin to address this gap in adaptation 
studies and to understand more fully an increasingly important element of 
contemporary autobiographical culture, we need to consider what it means for 
a film's creators to adapt not a fictional text or an extratextual ‘true story’ but a 
self-textualizing life narrative— (2009, 2). 
The scope of the enquiry is thus identified, along with the contribution of new 
knowledge offered by this project. 
Current practitioners guides on adaptation 
Many of the practical guides to screen writing originate from the United States. While 
a vast array of these texts exists, few specifically provide detailed instruction on 
adaptation. The most respected and most often cited include those by Linda Seger, 
which is quite comprehensive (a book devoted to the process of adaptation), and Syd 
Field. A more recent screenwriting manual, Story by Robert McKee (who 
incidentally has become known as a screenwriting 'guru' and who Charlie Kaufmann 
includes as a character played by Brian Cox in his film, Adaptation), devoting just a 
few pages to this genre. A lot of this instruction seems simple: ”the nature of 
condensing involves losing material. Condensing often includes losing subplots, 
combining or cutting characters, leaving out several of the many themes that might be 
contained in a long novel, and finding within the material the beginning, middle, and 
end of a dramatic story line” (Seger, 1992, 2,30). However, in practice, this selection 
of what is to be included and what is to be excluded is not easy, as demonstrated in 
the discussion on how I applied my principles two and three in the reflective practice, 
and further demonstrated in detail in the breakdown of the first screenplay, The Red 
Shoe. Syd Field, along with Seger, is a champion of the three act screenplay, one with 
a clear beginning, middle and end, and he suggests that “the original material is 
source material. What you do with it to fashion it into a screenplay is up to you. You 
might have to add characters, scenes, incidents and events. Don’t just copy a novel 
into a screenplay; make it visual, a story told with pictures” (1982, 155). Seger’s 
book, The Art of Adaptation: Turning Fact and Fiction into Film, unlike the others, is 
completely devoted to the adaptation and offers three chapters of detailed instruction 
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with examples. It is clearly and unapologetically aimed at creating an adapted 
screenplay intended for a commercial mainstream audience. 
Adaptation  studies  theorist  Robert  Stam  comments  that  screen  writing  manuals 
suggest a sort of dumbing down. He claims most are performing what he labels as “an 
aesthetic mainstreaming”  (Stam  and  Raengo  2005,  43).     This,  he  suggests,  is 
a sort  of homogenising process, eliminating all eccentricities in which “adaptation 
is seen as a kind of purge. In the name of mass-audience legibility, the novel is 
‘cleansed’  of  moral  ambiguity,  narrative   interruption,   and   reflexive 
meditation” (ibid). He surmises this “cleansing” is designed to draw the widest 
possible audience (ibid). It is likely Stam refers here to the popular instructional 
texts of Seger and Field mentioned above, both of whom work within the 
Hollywood studio system. Though I am inclined to  agree with Stam to a degree, 
there are other manuals, such as McKee's, that offter alternatives to this model. Seger, 
aware of criticism by theorists or reviewers such as Stam defends her position by 
once again reminding such critics that film making is a business. She writes: 
“`commercial’… is a dirty word. It implies compromising, losing the integrity 
of one’s project, adding a car chase and a sex scene as a lowest common denominator 
to draw audiences” (1992, 4). In an ironic nod toward Seger's position, this is 
precisely what Charlie Kaufmann does in Adaptation: when he finds himself unable to 
write an "art" film about orchids, he inserts a self deprecating storyline that includes a 
wild car chase, a drug crazed sexual encounter ending in a murder attempt. By so 
doing, the film became a blockbuster that won him an academy award. Seger argues 
that “entertainment is show plus business, and producers need to be reasonably sure 
that they can make a profit on their investment” (ibid). 
Though these instructional texts do offer guidelines, in my experience few if any 
professional screenwriters follow the directives offered by Field or Seger to the letter 
if they follow one at all. And there is some variation in the models offered of how 
writing screenplay adaptations may be approached other than in the mode surmised by 
Stam. For example, in Story, Robert McKee suggests that a common false belief is 
that as a story already exists in a novel, then adaptation would be easier than writing 
an original screenplay. He draws attention to the fact that the strength of the novel is 
within the inner conflict for the protagonist, subsequently transferred to the reader, 
and the more densely poetic, the greater emotional pull it creates. He suggests that 
cinema requires dramatization through extra-personal conflict. He further suggests 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   23	  
that “the purer the novel, the purer the play, the worse the film” (1998, 367). His 
definition of ‘Literary Purity’ being that it “does not mean literary achievement. 
Purity of novel means a telling located exclusively at the level of inner conflict, 
employing linguistic complexities to incite, advance and climax story with relative 
independence of personal, social and environmental forces” (ibid). Mc Kee operates 
on what he calls “Story Principles” (1998, 1). The first for adaptation is to look for 
stories written in simple language where the conflict is not on one internal level but 
distributed internally and externally (1998, 368). He continues that the writer should 
“read without taking notes until you feel infused with its spirit” (ibid) followed by a 
mapping of story events leaving aside any emotional content to find the shape of the 
story. A warning is issued not to be alarmed when you discover that the story is not 
well constructed, for he claims most novels lack well-constructed stories (ibid). The 
second principle he asserts is: “Be willing to reinvent” this means translating into 
“filmic rhythms while keeping the spirit of the original” (1998, 368). 
In Australia, while Linda Aaronson’s instructional text, (like Robert McKee’s) is cited 
by professional screenwriters as a comprehensive and well regarded guide to 
screenwriting generally, the book offers only a few pages that directly relate to 
adaptation. Aaronson does however, unlike others, flag the issue of historical 
accuracy and also the possibility of libel: “You need to be aware to which (if at all) 
you are going to elaborate upon the truth for dramatic effect. There can be legal 
problems involved in this form” (2010, 157). On adapting biography she observes: 
“biographical scripts may have very serious problems as a result of the writer 
assuming that a life is of itself a story”. She discusses the biopic and how that specific 
genre “require (s) you to take an angle on the subject’s life” (ibid). Perhaps this was 
the most difficult aspect of my second screenplay adaptation, a biopic of Evdokia 
Petrov. The biography was slanted toward her work in the Soviet security forces 
(NKVD), however, as that occurred more than 50 years ago and technology has 
moved on, I feared the old fashioned spy techniques would not hold on screen. The 
political fallout of the Petrov defection had been covered in a previous television 
mini-series, The Petrov Affair, written by Cliff Green and directed by Michael Carson 
(Carson, 1987). In support of the claim that this event remains one of fascination to 
researchers, Greg Dolgopolov wrote of this production in 2011: 
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… The 1987 miniseries The Petrov Affair  (Michael Carson) was released at
the height of the 1980s promotion of multiculturalism and the historical 
miniseries boom. It is not a spy thriller, nor a courtroom drama about the 
Royal Commission. The Petrov Affair is a delicate character study of the 
difficulties of deciding to immigrate  and the  ambivalence that  lies at the 
nexus between modernity and migration. This article seeks to rehabilitate this 
forgotten docudrama and examine the relationship between modernity, 
mobility and migration in  the cultural production that explored emerging 
multicultural policies (2011, 121). 
In relation to my own project, this paper establishes how this moment in Australian 
cultural and political history is one that remains of recurring interest to revisit and 
reclaim. However, in support of my subsidiary aim of establishing the screenwriter as 
secondary author, here the ‘author’ of the work under discussion, a mini-series, is 
shown to be the director, Michael Carson, not the screenwriter, Cliff Green. 
A recent addition to the body of screenwriting instructional manuals, written by an 
Australian teacher of screenwriting, Denise Faithfull, together with Brian Hannant, 
formerly Head of Directing at the Australian Film Television and Radio School, was 
part of a PhD project. This research is written in a very simple style with clear 
detailed instruction on all technical aspects of adaptation particularly suited for the 
student. Perhaps the most useful paragraph for a more experienced writer is the 
Forward written by Robert Connolly about his adaptation of Raimond Gaita’s 
Romulus, My Father where he suggests “Screen adaptations are often crippled by the 
writer’s loyalty to the existing work or, even more damagingly, by their loyalty to the 
audience the original work has established” (2007, vii). He speaks of the difficulty of 
trying to tell the story of the entire life of a person, so “in order to preserve the 
biographical detail that we loved, we chose to focus on only three years of that life” 
(ibid). He continues that a film is not intended to be a recreation of an entire book 
and must be able to stand alone. He also mentions that the screenplay serves several 
purposes: not only as the blueprint the film will be based on but (as Linda Seger also 
mentioned above) but also as a marketing tool to raise finances (ibid). 
This project, together with that of Faithfull and Hannant, and another recent 
Australian study on adaptation for theatre by Janis Balodis, whose thesis entitled The 
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Practice of Adaptation: Turning Fact and Fiction into Theatre (2012) contributes 
toward a small but growing body of work in Australia that focuses upon adaptation. 
Current adaptation studies discourse 
 
As an acknowledged founding father of a theory on adaptation, George Bluestone 
suggests “the  film and  novel  both join  and  part company”  when  discussing the 
different ways a novelist or director applies their craft to a receptive audience. He 
preferences the literary over the visual representation by suggesting the difference 
between the mental image a novel conjures and the visual image constructed by a film 
as: “...where the novel entices, the film ravages” (Bluestone 1956, 172). He further 
makes an evaluation comparing the reader of Conrad’s Nigger of the Narcissus with 
the viewer of the film by D.W. Griffith how the “structures, symbols, myths, values 
equated to in Conrad’s novel ... would, conceivably, have been incomprehensible to 
Griffith’s mass public” (ibid). He continues “conversely, stimuli that move a mass 
audience to tears will outrage or amuse the progeny of Conrad’s ‘you’” (ibid). From 
this he deduces that the “seeming concurrence of Griffiths and Conrad splits apart 
under analysis, and the two arts turn in opposite directions” (ibid). In another 
comparison, Bluestone makes a contrast between “converting a human into a cat” 
(Bluestone 1956, 175-6), in which he asserts that: those judging one against the other 
is, in the same way as the film against the novel, impossible because the differences 
are specific to each species. He suggests that only films can be compared with films 
and novels with novels (ibid). 
Though Bluestone’s assertions that the differences between literature and cinema 
made the comparison between the two impossible still holds some merit, other 
assertions, such as the binary of cinema serving the masses or populist cinema as a 
negative (while literature engages with an informed and literate audience as a 
positive) have moved forward. He is also comparing the finished product, the film, to 
the novel, with little consideration given to the process of how the material 
transitioned from one form to another. However, it is now acknowledged by many 
theorists that films are adapted from many different sources, such as cartoons, 
romance novels, and newspaper or journal articles, not just the literary cannon. 
Further, attached to this style of rhetoric is a strong moralistic tone, one, according to 
Robert Stam, that helped to propagate and continue a bias: 
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‘Infidelity’ carries overtones of Victorian prudishness; ‘betrayal’ evokes 
ethical perfidy; ‘bastardization’ connotes illegitimacy; ‘deformation’ implies 
aesthetic disgust and monstrosity; ‘violation’ calls to mind sexual violence; 
‘vulgarization’ conjures up class degradation; and ‘desecration’ intimates 
religious sacrilege and blasphemy (Stam and Raengo 2005, 3). 
Brian McFarlane adds to the above, questioning whether there “is such a thing as a 
‘true’ or fixed meaning for a literary text –or any sort of text for that matter. Fidelity 
is obviously very desirable in marriage, but with film adaptations I suspect playing 
around is more effective” (2000, 163-169). Agreeing with Stam and McFarlane 
Lawrence Venuti adds a further observation: 
… the film adaptation has generally been described and evaluated on the basis
of its adequacy to the literary text, whereby it tends to be judged as unfaithful 
or distorted communication  of the author’s  expressive  intention. Such a 
judgement, however, routinely involves the unwitting application of a third 
term, a dominant or authoritative interpretation of the text, which the critic 
applies as a standard on the assumption that the film should somehow inscribe 
that and only that interpretation… (2007, 2). 
Linda Hutcheon, a strong advocate of the value of adaptation suggests the appeal in 
these secondary works is derived from experiencing that which is both familiar and 
novel: ... “recognition and remembrance are part of the pleasure (and risk) of 
experiencing an adaptation; so too is change” (2006, 4). Hutcheon asserts:  “a 
negative view of adaptation might simply be the product of thwarted expectations on 
the part of a fan desiring fidelity to a beloved adapted text or on the part of someone 
teaching literature and therefore needing proximity to the text…” (ibid). She 
continues to argue that if adaptations were such an inferior offering, why do they 
continue to proliferate and win so many film awards (ibid)? 
The screenplay is recognized as the blueprint for the film, yet, in many theoretical 
texts discussing films, while acknowledgement may be given to the collaborative 
nature of film production, the director is more often than not appointed as the ultimate 
author of the work. When discussing why anyone would want to adapt “knowing their 
efforts will be compared to competing images in people’s heads and inevitably be 
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found wanting”. Hutcheon provided this example: “Jane Campion was attacked for 
ostensibly giving up her independent feminist and artistic vision to do a traditionally 
lavish heritage-film adaptation (1996) of Henry James’ Portrait of a Lady” (2006, 
86). There is no mention of the adapting screenwriter Laura Jones who, in  the 
Forward to her published screenplay adaptation of a “Portrait of a Lady” records how 
that “vision” emerged through discussions between them both, director and adapting 
screenwriter (1997, vi). This is, in part, what this project is about: the invisibility of 
the screenwriter within the process of adaptation. Even though the observation made 
in this instance is a negative one, by ignoring the screenwriter, keeping them invisible, 
it allows too often for the implication by default that the problem lay with the 
screenplay, not the direction, the ‘problem’ being a subjective one anyway. 
Hutcheon suggests there are three different perspectives on adaptation: “first, seen as 
a formal entity or product, an adaptation is an announced and extensive transposition 
of a particular work or works” in which she claims there is “a change of frame and 
therefore context: telling the same story from a different point of view, for instance, 
can create a manifestly different interpretation” (2006, 7-8). The second “as a process 
of creation, the act of adaptation always involves both (re-)interpretation and then (re- 
)creation; this has been called both appropriation and salvaging, depending on your 
perspective” (ibid). And the third approach she suggests is “seen from the perspective 
of its ‘process of reception’, adaptation is a form of intertextuality: we experience 
adaptations (as adaptations) as palimpsests through our memory of other works that 
resonate through repetition with variation” (ibid). 
 
This project could be seen as an example of all three approaches: it offers in these 
screenplays a “change of frame and therefore context” by changing the anticipated 
audience from young adult to adult in The Red Shoe and focusing on the personal 
story of Evdokia Petrov in Shadows: the second: an act of “(re-)interpretation and 
then (re)creation” through the process of writing the screenplays and thirdly as a 
palimpsest: the Petrov story re-emerged after decades with the reportage of Evdokia’s 
death in 2002 in what appears to have been a bubble of inspiration for other creatives. 
Besides The Red Shoe which I am adapting, a short film The Safe House by Lee 
Whitmore  (2006)  was  produced  around  the  same  time  as  Dubosarsky’s  book, 
Document  Z,  a  novel  written  by  David  Coombe,  another  account  of  the  Petrov 
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defection was published in 2009 and a television documentary, I, Spry, concerning the 
head of Australian Security Intelligence Organisation (ASIO), Charles Spry, at the 
time of the defection and drawn from the de-classified ASIO files was broadcast on 
November 4, 2010. Each of these representations could be seen as palimpsests, 
imprints upon another earlier designation that are both familiar yet different. Not only 
did creative works appear following broadcast of Evdokia’s death, but, as mentioned 
earlier, academic papers such as Greg Dolgopolov’s work. 
 
Moreover, Venuti argues: “… translation theory advances thinking about film 
adaptation by enabling a more rigorous critical methodology. The relation between 
such second-order creations and their source materials is not communicative but 
hermeneutic, depending on the translator’s or filmmaker’s application of an 
interpretant “(2007, 1). Seymour Chatman further suggests that: “… film and TV are 
independent media, and artists working in these media have every right to their own 
aesthetic …” (Chatman 2001, 130). He continues acknowledging adaptation as a 
separate vehicle and as such “… being true to the medium is perhaps ultimately as 
important as being faithful to the original” (ibid). Jack Boozer adds to this discussion 
by noting that the screenwriter is an individual who brings to the adaptation his or her 
own artistic aesthetic (2008, 22). These responses suggest the screenwriter in the role 
of secondary author is influenced by more than the source text and includes personal, 
cultural, social and historical influences. This perspective is discussed further in my 
reflective practice on my own projects and those of my writing colleagues, relating 
directly to my suggested determinants and elaborates further on the screenwriter as a 
creative artist. 
 
David Bordwell introduces the notions of diegetic theories of film narrative which “… 
conceive of narration as consisting either literally or analogically of verbal activity: a 
telling”, he further suggests this telling may be either oral or written” and “mimetic 
theories [which] conceive of narration as the presentation of a spectacle: a showing” 
(1985, 3). To the screenwriter these ideas translate into ‘show-don’t-tell’, that is to 
construct the screen story so it unfolds through the character’s actions or inactions, 
rather than iterate it in exposition through dialogue, or worse, voice over narration. 
Bordwell also comments on the viewer’s activity: 
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The passivity of the spectator in diegetic theories generally is suggested not 
only by the extensive borrowing of memetic concepts of narration but also by 
the use of terms like the ‘position’ or the ‘place’ of the subject. Such 
metaphors lead us to conceive of the perceiver as backed into a corner by 
conventions of perspective, editing, narrative point of view, and psychic unity. 
A film … does not ‘position’ anybody. A film cues the spectator to execute a 
definable variety of operations (1985, 29). 
 
I do not entirely agree with Bordwell here. An assumed audience is crucial to the 
screenwriter at the beginning of any project. To not direct the writing toward this 
audience is flirting with danger. In my first adaptation, that of The Red Shoe, though 
the narrative remained essentially the same, the perceived audience was critical in the 
adaptation process. So I would argue, and this relates directly to my determinant 
number two, that the screenplay does intentionally attempt to position an audience in 
a particular way. Whether the film achieves this or not is part of whether it succeeds 
or fails. 
 
Perspective is identified variously as focal point, focalization, point of view, or, as 
described by Willie van Peer and Seymour Chatman “location from which events in a 
story are presented to the reader [viewer] … having both a literal and a figural 
meaning. Literally, ‘perspective’ refers to the spatiotemporal coordinates of an agent 
or observer; figuratively, it signifies the norms, attitudes, and values held by such an 
agent or observer” (2001, 5). One of the most difficult aspects of screenwriting is for 
the writer to inhabit the imaginative space of their principal protagonist within their 
story world is identified above. In other words, the ideal for most is to attempt to tell 
the story from the inside out, rather than from the outside looking in. How and where 
the practitioner places the lens at the beginning of structuring the script is of primary 
importance. Arthur Graesser, Cheryl Bowers, Ute Bayen and Xiangen Hu comment 
on the various character agents within a narrative text, identifying that they, “in the 
minds of the readers … construct their mental story worlds” (2001, 255). They divide 
these into “the protagonists, antagonists and other main characters … other minor 
characters … [with] a second ensemble of agents … narrator, narratee, writer and 
imaginary reader [viewer] (ibid)” 
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Though by the 1990’s the fear that literature readership was threatened by filmic 
adaptation had abated, Imelda Whelahan challenges the assumption that filmgoers are 
necessarily seeking out authenticity in relationship to the original text. She points out 
that many readers fail to finish novels, particularly canonical texts such as 
Middlemarch, and films are instead bringing a new audience or readership to the 
novel via cinema or television adaptation. After decades of debate surrounding novel 
to film adaptations in which “the almost unconscious prioritising of the fictional 
original over the resulting film” (1999, 3) remained, Whelehan suggests this could be 
attributed to the fact that the discourse on adaptations “has in the past been dominated 
by scholars working primarily from an ‘English lit’ perspective” thus the inevitability 
of a ‘privileged’ view. Brian McFarlane muses further that “a certain kind of literary 
training seems also locked into a mimetic approach which sees divergence from 
realist expectations as some kind of failure” (McFarlane 2000, 163-169). Adding a 
further observation, Joy Boyum suggests when we read a book, in our imagining of it, 
in effect we intuitively adapt it, and that a filmed recreation could never live up to our 
own imagining: “Not only do we come to an adaptation with the hope of reliving a 
past experience, but ... with the hope of having the same experience – something that 
wouldn’t even happen were we ourselves to reread a novel and consequently to 
imaginatively ‘reshoot’ it” (Boyum 1985, 50). 
Even though films had been based on ‘real’ stories for many decades, it was in the 
1990’s that this assignation came under scrutiny according to Thomas Leitch (2007, 
280). The claim that a film is based on some truthful event “indicates a source text 
that both is and is not a text, one that carries some markers common to most source 
texts but not others” (2007, 281). But what does this assertion actually mean, and 
what effect does it have to make this claim? There is speculation that the film story is 
connected to a master text, some sequence of known events or people, “a secularized, 
authorless Book of Life not to be confused with reality or history or the truth” (2007, 
285). While these claims add to the authenticity of the film with an audience, they: 
… are always ‘strategic’... the film’s relation to a true story is used to support
claims about its value as entertainment. The phrase ‘based on a true story’, 
then, appeals to the authority of a master text that has all the authority of a 
precursor novel or play or story with none of their drawbacks. Not only does 
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‘a true story’ have no authors or agents to be recompensed, but its authority 
can never be discredited (2007, 289). 
Filmmakers Ethan and Joel Coen played with the audience when they falsely claimed 
the film Fargo to be based on a ‘true story’. In terms of the discussion of where 
adaptation studies is headed, Leitch suggests “If Fargo creates its own textual source 
by creating an original story and then framing it as if it were true, it would seem that 
anything can be made to assume textual authority, even if it is not a source, not a text, 
not true, and nonexistent outside the imagination of the filmmakers” (2007, 302). He 
asserts this concept challenges the distinction between what films are adaptations and 
those that are not (2007, 302). This challenge, for a practitioner, is troublesome. For 
many screenwriters, myself included, the credit assignation of ‘based on a true story’ 
requires a separate understanding. Within a professional situation, a film with this 
designation would not be considered as an adaptation and would be considered to be 
within the original category. For the film maker, maintaining these clear distinctions 
are necessary to define categories for awards and festivals. 
Leitch, among others, argues for a new focus for debate within adaptation studies, one 
that moves away from the limits of textual fidelity discourse. Instead of concentrating 
on an original and subsequent text comparison as to success or failure of the 
adaptation, an inter-textual approach is preferable. This would provide a neutral 
starting point in which each text has its own merit, thus allowing for new questions to 
be raised. These questions concern how and why a particular text is selected for 
adaptation, how and why this selected text is adapted, and how and why it may be 
chosen to be rewritten in the future (Leitch 2007, 332). The inter-textual nature of 
adaptation thus established, the discussion moved forward. The 2012 Annual 
Conference of the Association of Adaptation Studies entitled ‘Visible and Invisible 
Authorships” demonstrates how discussion had moved to a debate on authorship. It 
“invited reflection on the relationship of acts of authoring to the ongoing lives of 
adapted texts” suggesting the following topics: 
• How have different authorial voices and authorial inscriptions (writers,
illustrators, screen writers, directors, designers, studios etc.) of inherited
tales been present, and/ or effaced in the processes of transmission?
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• How might we reflect on these processes of authorial visibility and 
invisibility in the cultural circulation of adapted texts across media and 
moment? 
• What is it to ‘author’ a contemporary telling of a tale that is already 
authored, or even that is received from history as, in effect, implicitly but 
eloquently authorless? And what happens in the process of visiting a 
revised or renewed authorial inscription upon a work? 
• Why do some adapted works slough off almost all authorial designations 
(or cling to peripheral ones) in their cultural reputations while others are 
emphatically branded in terms of an identifiable authorial voice? 
 
Jack Boozer further identifies the “fragile status of authorship in the shifting 
landscape of adaptation theory” as necessary of further investigation (2008, 1). 
 
Although Robert Stam suggests a movement toward an intertextual approach to an 
understanding of adaptation has “reshaped adaptation studies, other aspects of 
poststructuralism have not yet been marshalled in the rethinking of the status and 
practice of adaptation” (Stam and Raengo 2005, 8). Boozer adds to this discussion by 
suggesting that by: “focusing on the screenplay necessarily foregrounds issues of 
authorship in a theoretical environment that has been weighted toward semiotics, 
postructuralism and broadly conceived influences of cultural intertextuality” (2008, 
1). 
 
Thus Peter Lev’s identification of the absence of analysis of screenplays in adaptation 
studies as an oversight, with scholars mostly comparing literary texts with the finished 
film indicates this is an area that requires much deeper investigation (Lev, 2007, 337). 
As established at the beginning of the chapter, Robert and Katherine Morsberger 
suggest that the writing of the screenplay should be made the starting point of a new 
investigation on process (Robert E Morsberger 1975, 15). In support of this argument, 
Joy Boyum observed, during her years as both an academic and film critic for the 
Wall Street Journal, that she was as guilty as any of acknowledging the director as the 
“supreme film artist” whilst the role of the creator of the narrative, the screenwriter, 
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was neglected. She uses the example of Heaven’s Gate to make the point: “… 
however massive Michael Cimino’s gifts as director, breathtaking the film’s images, 
and potentially fascinating its subject, all foundered for want of a strong and 
substantive script – for want of a writer’s touch” (Boyum 1985, xi). 
 
A gap in adaptation studies commentary was thus identified. There is not only a 
demand for more on screenwriting process, and more specifically, about adapting 
biography and memoir but, as suggested by Sarah Heidt, that a specific gap in 
knowledge exists around adaptations of the self-textualizing life narrative (2009, 2). 
 
Adaptation, history and fiction 
 
Many recent adaptation studies conferences have included the interconnection 
between adaptation and other disciplines, in particular, history. Accordingly, though 
this is not a social history project and I do not wish to traverse historiography, I 
cannot ignore the historical background to the Petrov story and how that informed the 
process of writing the screenplay (determinants 4 and 5). Therefore the following is 
offered to contextualize this background to both screenplays. 
Very briefly then: Michel Foucault identifies two distinct domains within the 
documentation of history. The first acknowledges and investigates the fissures in 
what is known and recorded, exploring new ground and disrupting the existing 
discourse while the second reasserts the dominant view by placing and reaffirming the 
events under examination within the existing paradigm. Having identified two distinct 
“domains” he asserts the first is largely that of the original producer of thoughts and 
ideas in which”...truth freed itself from error, … consciousness awoke from its 
successive slumbers, … new forms rose up in turn to produce the landscape we know 
today” (1972, 156). Foucault further asserts …”it is the task of the historian to 
rediscover … these successive ruptures, (and thus maintain) the continuous line of an 
evolution” (1972, 157). The second group has as its primary value to reshape a 
particular version of historical, political or social discourse within the existing known 
paradigm, providing a continuance of existing discourses (1972, 158). Michel de 
Certeau states similarly that the making of history allows particular views and ideas to 
be expressed while prohibiting others.  He notes that this role of censorship played by 
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historians, this “combination of permission and interdiction is doubtless the blindspot 
of historical research” (1988, 68). 
 
This project can be seen to connect to Foucault’s first assertion. The existing view of 
the history of the Cold War in Australia, in particular the Petrov defection, was 
created primarily by male historians, and other players in the ‘affair’ again 
predominantly male, whose interest lay in the political events that surrounded it. This 
then might be seen as a masculine trajectory, while what slipped through the cracks, 
as identified above by Foucault, could be seen as the feminine. The story of the 
Petrovs has been well documented in the past in what I have identified above as 
within a masculine trajectory, including the mini series mentioned earlier, so in order 
to recreate a new interpretation, one that would engage a new audience on the screen, 
I was attracted to the fissures within it, the feminine, or the hidden. Every producer 
will ask, if a subject has been used previously, what is ‘fresh’ about this one and that 
is mine. 
 
At the True Stories: Writing History Conference, author Christopher Koch presented 
the opening address entitled Fictitious Stories: History as Background. Koch 
questioned the historical film’s ability to distort and present a false view of history. 
He suggested the role of art was not to inform, it was not an instrument for conveying 
moral values, nor a tool for educating, that the increase in ‘bio pics’ demonstrated a 
shift to a brand of lightweight teaching aids, risking the devaluation of true creativity 
in writing. He found it depressing institutions such as the BBC considered drama 
needed to be bolstered by connection to social or historical forms. These factional 
novels (or filmed adaptations of them) whether set in present or past, are not true, they 
are fabrication, and not literature and not history. He prefers the historical background 
into which wholly fictional characters are imposed, such as the work of Dickens. He 
positioned his own work thus: though his novels are also known for their use of an 
historical backdrop, they are fiction; fabrications; they have never been intended to 
fictionalize persons or past events as in the genre known as faction. He backs his 
claim that though his stories use an actual setting where actual events take place, as he 
drops his fictional characters into this setting, what happens to them is the focus of the 
story, which makes it fiction (Koch, 2011). 
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Though this statement is contentious: Koch’s defence that taking this approach does 
not distort historical representation is problematic: there will be readers/viewers who 
do not know the historical background, and will interpret the fictional characters and 
events as real, it is none the less the one that Dubosarsky has utilized in The Red Shoe. 
This idea had operated as the instigation of her novel, but the question remained, 
whether this approach might help or hinder a retelling for the screen. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 
 
COMPARATIVE ADAPTATION PRACTICES WITH ANALYSIS 
 
The following chapter offers three Australian comparative studies of adaptation 
practices, each, in different ways provides insight  into  the research question by 
illuminating the challenges facing the Australian screenwriter when adapting both 
fiction and non-fiction for the screen for a contemporary audience. 
 
1) Susan Smith and John Alsop reflect on adapting My Brother Jack by 
George Johnston 
 
This first case study answers, in particular, to the complications that occur when fact 
is combined with fiction, in particular, when someone fictionalizes the self into a 
semi-autobiographical narrative. It outlines how adaptation in practice must 
accommodate many differing attitudes: the author’s, the producers, the directors, and, 
primarily, their own creative instincts, all of which the screenwriter must negotiate. 
 
If the Petrov story can be said to create a defining moment, and therefore embedded 
within, the Australian political and cultural landscape, then the novel My Brother Jack 
could be seen as creating a pivotal moment in Australian literature. 
 
Held to be a semi autobiographical text written by George Johnston, it is celebrated 
for creating a new mythology of the Australian male and the Australian family. 
According to Geoffrey Thurley: 
... Jack Meredith represents the Australian male hero ... with all the 
camaraderie ... a near-religious faith in mateship, boxing, wenching, beer — 
being ‘a man.’ At the same time the novel enacts a very different and much 
older myth, the myth of social rise and worldly success in the bourgeois- 
capitalist world, and of this mythic drama, the hero is not David Meredith's 
brother Jack (of the title), but Jack's brother David. ... and it is in combining 
and interweaving his two myths that Johnston succeeds (1974, 64-65). 
 
Most screenwriters acknowledge there is an added pressure when adapting something 
that has received either critical acclaim or is considered of cultural, historical or 
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political significance. Australian Laura Jones admits before starting to adapt Portrait 
of a Lady...” the size and scope of the novel...James’ masterly rich writing.... seemed 
tantalizing and frightening at the same time” (1997, iv). 
Though adapting screenwriters of My Brother Jack, Susan Smith and John Alsop, 
agreed the novel to be a seminal representation of a moment in Australian literary 
history, they also believed the tone and style of the novel required reinterpretation to 
command a contemporary film audience (the program was being made for the TEN 
network whose audience then was aimed at the 18-25 range). Though the adaptation 
became fraught, it did not start that way. At first they were given free reign over how 
they wished to interpret the material (personal interview April 21, 2009). Though I 
did not have to answer to a producer on my own adaptations, my supervisor Geoff 
Portmann fulfilled  the role  of  providing critique.  Fortunately I too  was  allowed 
freedom in the drafting process and my screenplays had a very different outcome. For 
example, I had the luxury in my work of being able to interpret the two texts without 
my supervisor having read the adaptive texts. This meant I did not have to conform to 
any preconceived ideas or sense of obligation to an author or the persons identified in 
the work. The following highlights how and why difficulties can affect the writing 
process, and demonstrates further, how the determinants I suggest might be applied in 
practice. 
My Brother Jack is not necessarily an easy read. In his paper defending George 
Johnston’s novel against unfavourable criticism when compared with Patrick White’s 
novels, Geoffrey Thurley suggests that My Brother Jack “is to turn from literary 
artifice to a journalistic ease” (1974, 64). True, and that is part of its literary worth, 
however, it is this ‘journalistic ease’ that created one of the major problems for 
adaptation. As John Alsop responded “Johnston  writing  David – is that he is a 
journalist and he delivers it to you as a journalist – you have to translate that or it’s 
just raw data on the page – you have to make it breathe – the book is Johnston 
grabbing the reader by the ear. But the screen is something different …” (personal 
interview April 21, 2009). Further difficulties with the material were encountered. 
Thurley suggests the novel has a “ … trend towards self-analysis, self-presentation 
and self-criticism “(1974, 67).   This self-analysis is the screen equivalent to voice 
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over dialogue, a very unpopular technique for the screenwriter (it is also considered as 
amateurish, old fashioned and ‘lazy writing’). This commentary, coupled with the 
journalistic approach, resisted translation into a contemporary screenplay. This can be 
seen as relating to the style and tone of the screenplay (determinant 2). Another 
stumbling block, one that Thurley identified as a virtue in the written text: “Johnston 
presents himself in David Meredith with no attempt at self- glorification, with no 
attempt to rub down the sharp edges of an unstable personality … Throughout the 
book David is treacherous … often behaves with an incredible unscrupulousness” 
(ibid). 
This anti-hero, then, presented the adapting screenwriters with yet another challenge. 
Though they had been given the green light and already started writing, another 
Executive Producer, Sue Milliken, joined the team, making a total of five in all, so 
they were writing to a committee of “five competing egos” (ibid). John explains he 
had written a scene which dramatized Johnston’s internal feelings, to pose questions: 
who is this man?, what are his demons around what we are being told?. The last 
producer to join the team was horrified. She took out what John had written where 
David is about to hit the unseen woman and it became another man at a typewriter 
scene. Voice over was reinstated despite the protests from the writers. The added 
voice over dialogue was clumsy explaining exactly what was on the screen. Thurley 
suggests the novel may well be: “the novel of the Australian dream, ... David 
Meredith’s experience … initial obscurity or poverty and then bewildering good 
fortune. ... precisely what makes the fall of the Hero so poignant” (1974, 66). But, 
despite the richness of the story, having been given the clearance to interpret, to 
transfer to a visual rather than a written telling, it seemed there were divisions within 
the creative team. The first determinant then, relating to the notion of textual fidelity, 
proved to be the primary stumbling block for the screenwriters on this project, though 
as mentioned previously, the other principles are intertwined. And, as outlined below, 
even when the screenwriter clarifies with the producer how interpretive they can be 
with the material, the creative personnel on the project may change, and along with 
that, previously established guidelines. 
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Sue Smith discusses how the project started out: “the director, Ken Cameron 
professed to love the first drafts – goes away, comes back, hates everything. His view 
was our approach to the project – our writing styles are very different” (personal 
interview). As Smith and Alsop wrote separate parts of the mini-series, they both 
defended the need to have different styles because the book changes so dramatically. 
However, Cameron brought a very reverential approach insisting they could not 
change anything from the novel. Smith had approached Johnston’s depiction of 
domestic horror with a slight edge of satire and Cameron was not going to have that, 
insisting it unfold point by point – that whole passages of material which had to be 
reinvented dramatically had to remain as on the page in the book. Another example, 
explained Smith, was when she approached the wartime in a stylized way, but the 
director insisted on a more literal approach. Smith tried to quit then, after being 
promised by the director that he would not “take a wrecking ball to it”. She continued 
working, but he [the director]” continued to do so” (ibid). 
Alsop offered: 
The fact that this is an adaptation, if you have hostile producers and directors 
and everything is triangulated through the novel how then is it an adaptation? 
So instead of saying we don’t like what you have written, they say this is not 
in the book, they use it as a weapon … anyone that has adapted anything 
knows you have to create scenes. At one point the producer was re-writing 
Sue’s [Smith] work using dialogue from the book, which was inappropriate. 
We would be told these dreadful cobbled together scenes could be changed but 
if we dared to do so, she (Milliken) would fall back on that she was the 
authority, she knew George and Charmian [Johnston’s partner]) (ibid). 
I sympathize with Alsop when he laments that: “When you are writing the first draft 
you try to hit as many fours and sixes - the big moments - the things that make it sing. 
At the second draft you try to catch up the bits you missed. If you are in a hostile 
situation, you just keep trying to bat away all the flack, so nothing improves - all you 
do is minimize the damage” (ibid). For all their attempts to make the material 
accessible to a contemporary audience, their final instruction was to turn it back to an 
absolutely traditional relaying of material from its 1960’s point of view. Sue (Smith) 
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added “I think Ken (Cameron) fundamentally felt they had coarsened Johnston’s 
material and to that end his solution was to go back to an absolute rendition of the 
material… sad for a seminal piece of Australian literature because it will never be 
done again” (ibid). 
 
Despite the production not being panned by critics, the writers were so unhappy with 
the end result they declined to enter the screenplays into the AWGIES (the Australian 
Writers Guild awards) as neither felt it was an example of their best work. Linda 
Aaronson’s suggestion that her checklist for planning an adaptation includes firstly 
whether the material is suitable for adaptation, that a successful novel or biography 
does not necessarily mean a successful film. And her next piece of advice: “have 
someone on the development team who never reads the novel so they can check that 
the script works as a film” (2010, 157). 
 
Sound advice indeed. Whether the producers would agree is another matter. 
 
2) Ian David reflects on adapting Robert Drewe’s The Shark Net into a feature 
for television 
 
This second exemplar addresses issues that are specific to adapting memoir. Robert 
Drewe, and his adapting screenwriter Ian David are both natives of Perth where 
Drewe’s memoir, The Shark Net is set. The publisher provides an outline: 
 
... a picture is drawn of a fairly average middle-class family living according 
to the norms of 1950s Australia. … However, on the fringes of Perth’s 
apparently cosy, safe, close-knit city lurks a cold-blooded killer who randomly 
strikes over the next four years, viciously killing eight people. Bit by bit 
Drewe, his family and the killer become entwined through a series of 
connections: one of the victims was .. a friend of Drewe’s; one of the murder 
weapons belonged to another of Drewe’s friends; Drewe’s mother makes a 
late-night sighting of a Peeping Tom who probably was the serial killer …; 
both Drewe and his father are fingerprinted; the killer himself turns out to be a 
former Dunlop employee (where his father held a managerial post)who had 
paid monthly visits to the Drewe home in the course of his duties as a delivery 
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man; and Drewe is assigned to cover the trial as a young journalist on the West 
Australian. The Shark Net is a meditation on youth and aging, and on the 
dynamic nature of family and community relationships (Penguin reading 
notes, 3-4) 
 
Screenwriter Ian David suggests the author: 
called it a memoir - auto biographical account of his first 25 years, yet I 
thought he was having two bob each way - interesting departure - I saw it that 
he wanted to give it the patina of being completely factual but found he had 
imposed himself into the action of the story, i.e. put himself on the edge of the 
crowd as a witness yet was never there (personal interview February 14, 
2009). 
 
By this I understood David to be implying that the memoir is not always a reliable 
recording of events, the author plays with them to create a narrative. Perhaps this is 
why Drewe nominated it as a memoir not autobiography: retrieved memories are not 
held accountable to historical accuracy. This issue also arose in my own work when 
adapting the Petrov biography. I discovered an equivocation in their self-textualised 
text. These small inaccuracies complicated the process of the adaption Shadows. For 
example, there were instances when I would be uncertain if it were a conscious 
distortion by the Petrovs, or the biographer Thwaites, or the translation. This is 
discussed further in Chapter Five. 
 
In her essay that suggests shame is the driving force in the autobiographical genre, 
offering a critique of The Shark Net as example, Rosamund Dalziell suggests that the 
“Autobiographical genre is well suited to the discharge in adulthood of residual 
narcissistic/exhibitionist tendencies and the exploration of grandiose fantasies which 
makes it likely that such narratives will bear traces of shame” (2002, 98). Again there 
is a blurring between the distinction between autobiography and memoir - the first a 
fact driven researched account, while the second is admittedly one drawn from 
memory, memory being unreliable, and given in narrative form. And I agree there 
may be some validity in relation to narcissistic tendencies: to publish a self 
textualized account of a life would seem to suggest it to a degree. As to the purging of 
residual shame, though it may be true of some, I did not find it in the biography I 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   42	  
adapted. Though it would be impossible to know their true motivation, I suspect 
Evdokia and Vladimir were trying to re-frame themselves from being perceived as 
traitors. Dalziell notes that “The twin narratives of memoir and murder give the book 
(The Shark Net) a dimension of horror and intrigue that a more conventional west- 
coast autobiography would not have … Drewe has caught himself as news shark in a 
shark net woven by this self-evaluating biography” (Dalziell 2002, 105). The motif of 
the biographical author spinning a narrative of their life only to find him or herself 
trapped within the confines of the gossamer threads arises more than once in this 
project. To avoid being drawn into this web, the adapting screenwriter Ian David 
claimed that when discussing the adaptation of Drewe’s memoir, that the author: 
… had no interest in what I did with it, was disparaging of television
generally so didn’t care what I did with it. When he realized I was going to 
research the background for myself, (his) attitude changed. I discovered that 
dates and ages didn’t add up, in fact Drewe appeared to have dropped 5 years 
off his age. So I found it to be a constant blurring between fact and fiction. 
What it reveals is this bifocal reality. Each of us believes there is this cold, 
fixed, set reality and that is called the truth, which has impermeability about it. 
People who are creating a version of events, e.g. writers, know there to be a 
duality. It depends on perspective, what is absolutely true. The human mind 
when looking at memory and story know there to be a subjective and objective 
reality and both have a truth about them (personal interview February 14, 
2009). 
Drew expressed surprise that David was going to research, assuming the screenwriter 
would take the text as accurate. This aspect also intrigued Ursula Dubosarsky: she 
also queried why I was researching the background to The Red Shoe. I needed to 
explain that undertaking an adaptation, even a textually faithful version, is writing a 
new original. The language of the novel and the language of the film are both 
different entities. The screenwriter therefore must immerse themselves not only in the 
text of the work, but what created it in the first place. They need to draw on their own 
knowledge in order to write from a fresh understanding. 
And no matter how careful the screenwriter is in writing a screenplay, in production, 
what is on the page often changes on the screen. In another of David’s screenplays, 
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Blue Murder, after viewing a fictional version of himself, an actual criminal 
nicknamed ‘Abo Henry’, a self-confessed armed robber, responded indignantly to the 
writer that he would not be caught dead in a plaid shirt. Ironically, he did not object to 
his criminality being portrayed, rather that the wearing of a plaid shirt (the wardrobe 
department’s choice) implied he was a ‘bogan’. Similarly from the same program, 
‘disgraced detective Roger Rogerson’ confronted the screenwriter with “I’ve got a 
bone to pick with you”: it transpired that he objected to be shown smoking, which 
again was a choice made on set. It would appear it was acceptable to imply he was a 
involved in murder but not a smoker. (ibid). 
 
The point David was making was that, with The Shark Net, as with Blue Murder, 
discussion with the author focused on trivial details: his mother’s pet name of Dot for 
example. David wrote this as Dottie and, though Drewe found this objectionable 
because she never was called that and because of the connotation associated with that 
derivative, David however saw it as a term of endearment between spouses. He did 
not change it in the screenplay. David found this objection surprising when Drewe 
had inserted himself into fact when he wasn’t there (ibid). However, I do not agree on 
this point with the screenwriter. As it is something that does not impact greatly upon 
the drama, and as this is deeply personal to the author, I would have changed it back 
to Dot. 
 
As noted previously Dalzeill’s suggestion regarding guilt being the driving force 
behind the writing of a memoir, the death of Drewe’s mother is shrouded in guilt:: 
As the drama of Perth’s serial killer builds, 18-year-old Drewe discovers that 
Ruth, his 19-year-old girlfriend, is pregnant, and so decides to get married. ... 
His mother is bitterly disappointed and ensures that she is away in Melbourne 
when her grandson is born. Returning shortly after his birth, she dies within 
days of a cerebral haemorrhage, aged only 47, leaving her son with a burden 
of guilt at the horrible possibility that the strain and shame of the teenage 
pregnancy and her son’s rushed, subdued wedding may have contributed to 
her sudden death and surely was a shadow over her last months (Penguin 
Reading Notes, 4) 
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The more important point for David in adaptation process was: “that the screenwriter 
should not overstep the emotional peak ... if the ‘witness’ likes the representation they 
will agree that is exactly what they said, though of course you have no idea what was 
actually said. Comments he received on another screenplay, a ‘true story’, Joh’s Jury 
were that “reading the dialogue was like reading the court transcript”. David makes it 
his primary task to understand the motivation of all the characters, then he can 
construct a theory as to why things happened - what does the character want - what 
are they trying to hide: “ if you can’t see this straight up, walk away” (ibid). 
The screenwriters I interviewed all advised not to tackle an adaptation if you cannot 
see a motivation within the text for why events happen. This applied to both fiction 
and biography. David reminds us that novelists write from the point of view of the 
reader who makes sense of it from within their own imagination: “You can’t do that 
with film” (ibid). His approach was “I see the author of the novel as another character, 
[I] only ever look at my position in it at the end, [I] can’t do it at the beginning, that 
would be wrong, would place wrong emphasis. It’s about finding the voice of the 
writer, the one they used in the novel” (ibid). 
This is an interesting stance, and one at odds with the advice given by Alsop which 
was not to look for the voice necessarily but to find another construct of the same 
value. I found Alsop’s proposal regarding authorial voice more helpful in my own 
adaptation of the fictional novel, but David’s was the one I applied to the biography. I 
also agree with not defining my own position before I start, preferring to let the 
characters I am adapting tell their own story, subjective not objective view point. 
While David did not think it necessary to maintain the story and structure to the same 
degree, he felt: 
The adapting screenwriter still has an obligation to remain faithful to the 
voice of the author unless there is a gross dishonesty. The way the events in 
the story are connected needs an underpinning theory on the way a life was 
lived for me to be able to postulate on the connecting tissue: an example 
would be how Hitler’s disruptive/disturbed childhood led to his later atrocities. 
I don’t actually believe in events, actions in a story as random, nothing is ever 
random if it has no relationship to characters - if a random event comes in, it’s 
just plot. When you compile all those (story) events, I take an emotional 
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temperature of each of these moments - chart highs and lows, have to build to 
the high point in scene/sequence each of these moments then directly connect 
to the emotion of events: the fundamental reason all the big events happened, 
the main person is driving the action (ibid). 
However, there are always exceptions. David admits: 
[I] broke my own rule [in the mini-series Blue Murder] Rogerson [is the] 
antagonist, Neddy Smith [being the] protagonist came late in the piece. Had 
fantastic things happening, events, discovered whilst writing what the 
motivations of the characters were to produce the events - started wrong way 
round. After about 18 months it didn’t work. Blue Murder is based on two 
contradictory accounts, one an ABC publication and the other a police 
version. After reading, realized both books were myopic had to connect to 
character - (right at the end realized it was a love story between two men - 
platonic - Rogerson and Smith - based on mutual respect)  (personal 
interview). 
The Shark Net was an adaptation that I consider to be textually faithful as it presented 
Robert Drewe’s memoir that has at its heart, like the surf, an appearance of calm with 
a vicious undertow. Though it is impossible not to in some part, Ian David did not 
consciously impose himself into the text. This adaptation and the analysis of how it 
was written, though it engages with all the principles I have nominated, would align 
primarily with principles one and two. The first concerning textual fidelity: addressing 
concepts of interpretation. This adaptation considers an established readership. This 
appears to have been a deliberate choice, and is further evidenced in the application of 
the second principle: finding the spine of the narrative which involves the a complex 
process of clarification of themes, structure, characters and character journeys, tone, 
voice, audience and aesthetics, all teased apart then rearranged to provide a close 
approximation of the source text in the visual format of a screenplay. 
When adapting the work of a living author, it seems some can appreciate the difficulty 
involved in this process and are generous in their appreciation of the fact, and some 
are not, something Susan Smith was to discover. 
3) Susan  Smith  reflects  on  adapting  Jill  Ker  Conway’s  The  Road  From
Coorain 
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This third Australian adaptation contrasts with that of Ian David’s adaptation of The 
Shark Net. While I found Susan Smith had also undertaken an equally textually 
faithful approach as Ian David did, it appears the author, Jill Ker Conway, was not of 
the same opinion. This exemplar interrogates, through practice, various ethical issues 
that surround the adaptation of memoir. 
 
Undertaking an adaptation of the memoir written by an academic deemed an expert in 
the field would be seen as a daunting task by any screenwriter. But the adaptation of 
Jill Ker Conway’s The Road From Coorain already had a chequered history when 
Susan Smith took it on. Writer Nick Enright had been employed to adapt in the first 
instance: “he had a lot to do with Jill and her surviving brother – he quit because Jill 
was treating him like her biographer” (personal interview April 21, 2009). Penny 
(Chapman, former head of drama ABC) then approached Susan Smith and her writing 
partner John Alsop. John hated the voice in the book and turned it down. By the time 
Smith came on board – Penny Chapman, after losing Enright, decided Smith should 
have only limited contact with Conway – “you can adapt not to her direction – Smith 
only met Conway once” (ibid). 
 
The book review magazine, Kirkus Reviews suggests Jill Ker Conway’s The Road 
from Coorain to be an “engrossing” memoir about: 
An unorthodox girlhood in Australia … Conway was born at Coorain, a sheep 
ranch on Australia's western plains. Her mother, who tried to keep up English- 
style standards in the bush, was often disoriented by the isolation and 
harshness of the landscape, but young Jill discovered profound satisfaction in 
"the annihilation of the self, subsumed into the vast emptiness of nature." By 
age eight, she did an adult's job on the ranch; her education … devoting a few 
hours each Friday afternoon to a correspondence course. A few years later, her 
father was dead, her mother sank into depression, and drought threatened to 
destroy Coorain. Taken to Sydney, Jill was enrolled in a private girls' school 
where she hadn't the slightest idea how to talk to or play with other girls. 
After Jill's adored older brother died in an accident, her mother became 
increasingly dependent on, alcohol, tranquilizers –and Jill … while Jill herself 
was becoming a historian facing obstacles ... her mother's demands and 1950's 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   47	  	  
Australian society that had no place for a woman scholar. Her memoir ends on 
the eve of her escape— departure for graduate studies in the US (2010). 
Though I too, found it a haunting representation of the isolation of the outback, I 
noted another point of significance. When Conway arrives in the city she is initially 
enrolled in a state school where her superior attitude separates her from the other girls 
and is the reason she cannot integrate, and, despite the family’s extreme financial 
hardship, she is enrolled in a private school. Over-riding all is a strange push-pull 
relationship with her mother that is fascinating. As evidenced by the school 
enrolment, the manipulation was not entirely one sided. This troubled primary 
relationship is at the heart of Conway’s story. Another reviewer, Pat C. Hoy, stated: 
It is tempting to be reductive: simply to test Jill Ker Conway's two memoirs 
(she in fact wrote three) … against the tightly bound taxonomies revealed in 
When Memory Speaks: Reflections on Autobiography--her study of inherited 
cultural forms that shape the way men and women both live and account for 
their lives. But to hold Conway to her own classifications would necessarily 
limit the richness of her revelations in the two memoirs (Hoy 2000, 448). 
It was perhaps this voice of the academic that John Alsop reacted against. Having 
departed for the United States to complete postgraduate studies at Harvard, there is a 
hint of elitism in Conway’s writing, and she reinforces at every point her appointment 
as first female President of Smith College, a prestigious U.S. institution. Another 
example is when she states in Points of Departure that one of her “more frivolous” 
reasons for writing the memoir was a reaction against the film Crocodile Dundee 
which she describes as “the most vulgar projection of an Australian male myth, 
packaged deliberately to appeal to American stereotypes” (1998, 43). While I agree 
in part with this description, none the less this is the highest grossing film made in this 
country, and suggests that something that plays to the masses is less worthy than her 
own representation: of “rootless, itinerant males whose lives were mostly tragic and 
whose inability to connect to other people made then not the type of heroic natural 
man that Crocodile Dundee is presented as, but very pathetic figures” (ibid). 
However, Conway’s less frivolous reason was to annihilate that learned academic 
voice and return to the kind of writing she enjoyed prior to undertaking her PhD. 
“Once you’ve got the voice of authority and caution, it’s very hard to get away from 
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it. So I thought, ‘I’m going to have to write something that’s really close to the bone 
and see if I can rediscover my own style’” (1998, 45). 
Hoy identifies the influence of the landscape on Conway: “Coorain, so vast and so 
tormented by the vicissitudes of weather that Conway could not escape at a young age 
the terrible knowledge of fate: drought, war, disease, deprivation, death” (Hoy ibid). 
Discussing her memoir in Points of Departure, Conway confirms, “the land is meant 
to be a character” (1998, 53). However, it was the human relationships that the 
screenwriter was drawn toward, which Hoy describes thus: 
.... her mother did not find lasting satisfaction at Coorain, either in  the 
gardens she planted for the family's pleasure, the household she managed with 
determined efficiency, or the committed, loving partnership she shared with 
her husband … Neither could her father remain eternally satisfied with the 
place. His depressive mood swings followed the patterns of the weather … A 
five-year period (1940-45) without significant rains led to his puzzling, ironic 
death by drowning. And no one would ever know for sure whether it was an 
accident or suicide (ibid). 
Susan Smith spoke of how she approached the adaptation not as a biography of a 
living person but as a drama for the small screen: “Biography doesn’t fit with the 
rules of drama – you have to create drama out of history – the book has very few 
dramatic events (it is) written in many sweeping moments – you have to invent the 
fictional scenes” (personal interview April 21, 2009). Of this, Conway and Smith 
were of a similar mind. Conway asserts that “writing as honest a memoir as you can 
… is going back as a historian and … trying to think “Why did it happen that way?”
(1998, 51) She expounds on the difficulty: 
the thing I found hardest but most illuminating was trying to figure out how 
my parents were relating to each other in that period of great stress – the seven 
year drought that killed everything they had built together as sheep farmers 
and that also finally killed my father….to try to work through these events 
later in the persona of my father and my mother, understanding their 
personalities and temperaments, was painful but very instructive. Why didn’t 
she understand how anxious he was? Why didn’t he tell her, or was he not able 
to? (ibid) 
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This also was the challenge for the adapting screenwriter. Smith reports that the 
reason she agreed to write it was “the central relationship between (Conway and her 
mother) she felt she could have a go at trying to make sense of it – partly due to her 
(Smith’s) own family background (testing relationship with mother). This is a 
demonstration of how the screenwriter in action tackles an adaption, how the five 
tools or principles I suggest are used and how difficult it is to tease out the various 
elements that will go together to make a workable screenplay. In order for Sue Smith 
to dramatize the parental relationship, she had to invent how to demonstrate “my 
mother and father were happily married” (2009 Smith interview). Conway states that 
her aim was to present a new truthful representation of Australian women: She 
summed it up that she “wanted to write a story about separation – an honest account 
as I could give of that process” (1998, 49) “I wanted to write a story about the 
Australian outback that has a female heroine – my mother- and a female narrative 
voice” (1998, 44). Further, she clarified that “I’m opposed to the current sentimental 
school of female psychology, which argues that women never separate from their 
families of birth because they bond with their same-sex parent and never develop 
boundaries that separate them from the primal mother” (1998, 48). 
So it would seem that both screenwriter and author were of one accord, however it 
later became obvious they were not. 
Smith discussed how in the memoir there is a “male friend”: Conway privately 
admitted him as a lover who was married. He had since died and (Conway) gave the 
clearance to producer (Chapman) to use the information. Conway stated of her 
memoir: “It’s about family and erotic life”(ibid) which Smith had also deduced, hence 
the use of material about the “male friend”. (Conway) was not shown the script until 
third draft then took exception and became: “a transatlantic missile” (Conway was in 
Canada, the screenwriter in Australia). According to Smith, Conway hated the 
adaptation. But as the author had signed a release form she could not litigate 
otherwise Smith thought she would have. Smith made as many changes to satisfy her 
concerns and those of her surviving brother as she could without compromising the 
screenplay. Smith continues – “My Road from Coorain – “was difficult in so far as 
the screenwriter deduced that Conway (author) thought Smith was a nasty jumped up 
soap opera writer who had trashed her work – (turned it) into something tawdry and 
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cheap she (Smith) had portrayed her as a sex maniac who had an affair with a married 
man” (ibid). 
Conway described her memoir: “I didn’t want to write an odyssey – to just take over 
the archetypal male plot and create a conquering heroine. I was looking for a way to 
narrate a life story of a woman that would pay due respect to her attachments to men 
and to family but would be about something else entirely. I wanted to convey my 
sense of my education, of my liberation through access to education, and of the 
variety of steps by which I arrived at taking charge of my own life” (1998, 45). 
It seems, then that the screenwriter and author were on two different paths. Smith 
knew that when they got the response back from Jill it was always going to be 
negative. Though Conway’s response was less than enthusiastic, Smith relates that 
the reaction she received from everyone else involved (producer and ABC) felt Smith 
had been faithful to the book – to the intention of the book rather than the actual 
events: “If you agree to participate in the process – you’ve fictionalized yourself – 
you really don’t have a leg to stand on. As Jill (Ker Conway) would never have liked 
it, she should not have agreed to have it made. Conway attempted to prevent the ABC 
from broadcasting the program” (ibid). Smith believes that Conway would never 
allow anyone to interpret her work, in which case, she should have retained creative 
control over the production, however, if that were the case, the project would never 
have been made as the producer had already lost one writer and it was the producer’s 
decision to keep the screenwriter and author apart. 
Smith continued: “It was terribly vexed. If I did another I would engage with them 
(author). I don’t feel guilty about the Road from Coorain as I think it’s a good piece 
of work and I think Jill emerges as a sympathetic figure. I think I did honour her and 
her life but I think if I were to do someone’s story again who was still alive I would 
engage with them” (ibid). It was this disagreement that in large part gave birth to my 
fifth principle regarding the ethics involved in writing an adaptation from a self- 
textualized source. I agree that in this instance the program would be considered a 
“textually faithful representation. One person claiming to know the author reviewed 
the film in an online blog: “ ... it was beautifully done, and did a wonderful job of 
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translating Conway's first memoir to the screen. ... did a good job capturing the 
essence of a girl who's being destroyed from within by a domineering mother and an 
intellectually barren environment. Great adaptation of a great book” (on-line blog2007). 
However, as the subject did not agree, and, as stated above by the screenwriter, in the 
case of memoir or autobiography, it is best to negotiate directly with the author if 
possible to avoid these types of disagreements. 
 
Road from Coorain was a learning experience and the way Smith approached 
Bastard Boys (a mini-series about the water front dispute) was the polar opposite. 
Though not an adaptation but derived from personal interviews, Smith gave all those 
interviewed first drafts to read. “(A lot of great) off the record stuff would have made 
it a better drama if I could have used it. I nibbled at the edges of it to enhance the 
story. There are still key personnel who will say, “that didn’t happen” etc. that was 
difficult because I felt a big responsibility to people who were still alive, who had 
been very generous and hadn’t signed a release form” (ibid). Smith, unlike in Road 
from Coorain, built up a relationship with these people. 
 
This, as Smith identifies, is a vexed question: the representation of others who have 
previously textualized themselves. This project was painful for both author and 
screenwriter. Smith did not intend to cause pain, and was working to the direction of 
her own intuition of what makes a good screen representation, as well as instruction 
from the producer. This project is a stark reminder of the difference in interpretation 
between how we think we have recorded ourselves in a publication and how others 
have interpreted that text which can be quite different. The adaptation of Road from 
Coorain, can be seen as a cautionary tale to any screenwriter undertaking an 
autobiographical work or memoir of a living author and the complexities of 
negotiation and compromise involved. It raises the question, whose story is it? Is it the 
adapting screenwriter’s who will have signed a contract to produce their best 
interpretation of the material? Is it the readership of the memoir that may or may not 
want to see a particular representation on the screen of what they have read? Or does 
it belong to the author who has a particular view on how they want to be represented? 
When a producer has purchased rights, and the publisher has set no conditions, do 
moral rights stand a chance against commercial considerations? It seems not. 
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4) A Hollywood case study: the film Adaptation by Charlie Kaufmann 
 
This last exemplar offers insight into the challenges facing a screenwriter attempting 
to adapt non-fiction, and whether these differ from those experienced in Australia. 
 
Convergence between talking about adaptation theoretically, and the problems the 
screenwriter engages with when undertaking such a project became the subject of the 
film Adaptation written by Charlie Kaufman (Kaufman et al. 2002). Robert Stam uses 
this film as his “point of departure for discussion” on the theory and practice of 
adaptation, given it is particularly pertinent, a feature film about a  screenwriter 
writing an adaptation. In the screenplay, Kaufman struggles to adapt Susan Orlean’s 
book, The Orchid Thief, “a non-fiction account of a flower poacher, named La 
Roche...working out of the Florida Everglades. The giddily reflexive film focuses less 
on the poacher than on the book’s adapter struggling to write a screenplay” (Stam and 
Raengo 2005, 1). Thomas Leitch further suggests that: 
Adaptation satirizes both the misbegotten quest to bring Orlean’s decidedly 
uncinematic story to the screen and the debates about fidelity to the text ...The 
question for Charlie Kaufman is not which way of adapting Orlean is the most 
faithful but whether he can complete the task on a looming deadline … the 
film interleaves a fictional story in a well-worn genre with a running 
commentary on the rules of the genre ... Adaptation achieves its comic effect 
by showing that anything like a faithful adaptation of Orlean’s book, and by 
extension of any literary text, is a contradiction in terms (Leitch 2007, 112). 
Following my own efforts at adaptation, I could not agree more with Leitch. The film, 
Adaptation, could be a documentary of the process and the effect the process has on 
all screenwriters, whether based here or in the United States, including ‘giddily’ 
arriving at a point where adultery, drugs and murder seem like very sane solutions, 
and not just in the emerging screenplay. 
In an interview with Fred Topel, when asked why he had written himself into the 
story, Kaufman responded: “I find I write best when I write what I’m thinking about. 
What I was thinking about was that I was completely unable to write this script. 
When I started to think about what that meant, and put myself in there, I started seeing 
connections between what my story might be and what Orlean’s story was, and the 
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idea of adaptation and evolution” (Topel 2011). Kaufman continued that he did not 
think that the film would be made which gave him an even greater sense of freedom 
to explore this idea of inserting himself as a character - if he had thought it was going 
to go to production he wouldn’t have been able to do that (ibid). He stated in 
interview that he sees the main character in the film to be the process of writing the 
screenplay itself, that is, “the evolution from its intent to its ultimate corruption”. He 
felt the story then was the tragedy that he could not produce a story about flowers 
(ibid). I understand his statement that believing that the film would never be made 
allowed Kaufmann freedom to experiment. After conscientiously pursuing an ideal of 
moral consideration toward, in the case of The Red Shoe, the author, and the subject, 
Evdokia in Shadows, when I finally abandoned this in favour of my own 
interpretation, with the added impetus of actually finishing the screenplays, I think the 
screenplays improved. 
Not only did Kaufmann write himself and an invented brother into the screenplay, but 
he amalgamated parts of Susan Orlean’s actual account of her encounter with Laroche 
with a fictionalised extended storyline in which Susan enters into an adulterous 
relationship, becomes addicted to drugs and even suggests she and Laroche murder 
Kaufman (Kaufman et al. 2002). The real Susan Orlean in an interview with Rebecca 
Murray and Fred Topel revealed she wanted her name taken out of the film claiming 
“it wasn’t the idea that the character had unsavoury habits, it was more that I was 
uncomfortable with just having my name being in a movie” (mobies.about.com, n.d.). 
She admits that when Ed [Edward Saxon, the producer] pointed out Charlie had 
portrayed himself in a less than flattering light but had put his name to this 
fictionalized character (of himself), she changed her mind admitting “there was that 
little bit of daredevil in me”. When asked if she thought it was a faithful adaptation, 
she responded that she thought it was “in spirit”. She explains that “ the book isn’t a 
linear conventional story...not chronological...not really about crime...it’s using crime 
as a way of looking at issues of passion and desire and how you figure out your life, 
so in that way it’s very faithful. That’s the irony...that it is actually an extremely 
faithful adaptation of what the essence of the book was for me” (ibid). 
The film (screenplay) “is crowded with writers working on their writing” (ibid). Stam 
lists them: Kaufman as himself a screenwriter struggling with an adaptation; his 
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invented twin brother Donald, a novice screenwriter working on a clichéd 
blockbuster; Susan Orlean a journalist-cum-novelist working on her book; Charles 
Darwin working on his theory of evolution; and the screenwriting ‘guru’ Robert 
McKee whose seminar Donald attends: “Film, we are reminded, is a form of writing 
that borrows from other forms of writing” (Stam and Raengo 2005, 1).  Stam 
discusses how the two brothers spend much screen-time arguing over the merits of 
two opposing sets of screen writing values, those of the art house writer to which 
Charlie is dedicated and those of mainstream Hollywood which Donald aspires to, 
backed up by the script ‘expert’ McKee. The brothers are not only opposite in their 
approach to writing but opposite in character: Charlie introverted, insecure, socially 
inept and masturbatory while Donald is self-assured and a confident womaniser. 
Stam suggests: “together the twins manifest the split personality of many 
screenwriters, torn between the art film and the blockbuster, between complexity and 
facile appeal” (Stam and Raengo 2005, 2). 
In his interview with Fred Topel, Charlie Kaufman was unwilling to discuss the 
invention of his twin brother: “Donald's existence or non-existence is something that 
we don't want to address because the movie is credited to Charlie and Donald. That is 
an important element in understanding the movie. What happens in the movie is tied 
to that fact. To say Donald's a creation of mine is something I don't want to do. We're 
presenting this movie as written by Charlie and Donald” (Topel 2011). The character 
of Donald is killed in the film, and he receives a dedication in the closing credits 
(2004). Unlike both Susan Smith and Ian David, it appears Kaufmann had no qualms 
about inserting not only himself, but a fictional brother, into the text, as well as what 
could have been a libellous representation of the author of the text he was adapting. 
In so doing, he created an award winning film, which won an Oscar for best adapted 
screenplay 2002. 
When he received the honorary Dragon Award in 2011, Charlie Kaufman was asked 
what he thought about teaching others how to write. He stated he shares the opinion of 
the character he created of Charlie Kaufman from his film Adaptation that he doesn’t 
agree with it. He would not discourage others if they found it helpful, but there is no 
appeal for him to learn a formula for writing, screenplay or any form of writing as he 
“doesn’t like to be placed within a particular ‘framework’”(Topel 2011). 
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This screenplay demonstrates the vulnerability of the author of the work that is being 
adapted. Susan Orlean quite candidly commented that Kaufman had drawn a theme 
out of the novel of which she was unaware, of her own sense of being at a crossroads 
in her marriage. As she and Kaufman had never met, she wondered how he could 
have possibly discerned that simply through the text. Upon reading the script, Orlean 
initially objected to the use of her real name and the portrayal of her character as 
being unethical: that is, having a relationship with her subject. This she found more 
offensive than being represented as becoming an adulterous crazed drug addict 
involved in pornography that suggests murdering a character (Kaufmann). However 
she came round to believing that the audience would be able to discern where the film 
became purely fiction and agreed to allow the producer to use her real name (which 
they insisted was crucial otherwise they would not proceed to production) She thought 
it would be a very good film and was actually a faithful representation of her work. 
(mobies.about.com) 
Though Orlean was capable of taking a step back examining the film for what it was, 
an adaptation, this spirit of generosity is not shared by all as evidenced by Ker 
Conway. In my own biographical adaptation, though she is no longer alive, Evdokia 
Petrov was very dismissive of a satirical theatrical presentation of herself and her 
husband, particularly the way her husband was depicted (Petrov interview, 1996). 
This made me wonder if she would feel affronted by my own interpretation of her 
story. 
The many metaphors suggestive of the adaptation process used in Kaufman’s film are 
identified by Stam: ”the orchids could be seen as parasites or hybrids; the twins 
representing independence and interdependence of species, and he further notes the 
“Darwinian overtones of the word ‘adaptation’ itself, evoking adaptation as a means 
of evolution and survival” (Stam and Raengo 2005, 3). The experience Kaufmann 
documents within the film is very realistic, depicting a painfully accurate portrayal of 
the screenwriter attempting adaptation and that experience is not specific to the 
United States. The issues he highlights are the struggle to find a story within a fact- 
based text, and the solution of running a parallel story in which the narrator becomes 
the main character is one I also considered, but rejected. It is, however, an established 
method of how to negotiate a way through a fact based text, though few could execute 
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it as daringly as Kaufmann. Despite the fact that she withdrew her objection, the 
question whether it was ethical to portray Susan Orlean as he did, remains. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 
REFLECTIVE PRACTICE 
 
Robert Stam proposes a group of questions as a site for unlocking the process of 
adaptation: “The important issue for adaptation studies is what principle guides the 
process of selection or “triage” when one is adapting a novel? What is the “drift” of 
these changes and alterations? What principles orient the choices?” (2005, 34) In 
response, this chapter outlines the adapting process for both creative projects, using a 
set of five principles outlined in the Introduction. These determinants, though listed 
as separate elements, overlap, starting with: textual fidelity and what it means in 
practice; identification of the spine of an emerging screenplay; taking ownership by 
embracing the notion of the palimpsest; negotiating factual contradictions; and finally 
ethical considerations. 
 
Each adaptation is first placed within a framework, followed by details of how the 
writing proceeded in relation to these principles. 
 
Preface to writing The Red Shoe screenplay 
 
Prior to my writing the first draft of the screen adaptation, The Red Shoe was adapted 
by director Kate Shearer for Jigsaw Theatre Company for a young adult audience. I 
attended a performance at The Street Theatre in Canberra. Much of the promotional 
material for this work featured the Petrov defection, which possibly explained how 
the audience consisted in equal proportion between adults and children, as not all 
adults were accompanying children. Though the youngsters in the audience were 
engaged by the performance, there seemed some confusion over what the play was 
actually about and what they made of it in an historical sense was questionable. The 
adults however were obviously more aware of the intricacies of the narrative, and thus 
it sparked my decision to address my screenplay toward an adult audience. 
 
Of the production, responding to the question of a comparison between adapting for 
the stage and adapting for theatre Shearer remarked: “unlike film, theatre invites an 
audience to use their imagination less literally. As The Red Shoe is through the eyes of 
a child we can be more expressionistic in the way we represent things on stage” 
(Shearer, Jigsaw Theatre n.d). These expressionistic techniques included: adult actors 
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playing the children’s roles, a non-naturalistic stage setting dominated by a large tree, 
the lighting created the illusion of a fairytale in keeping with the mood of the novel, 
even the inclusion of Cinesound newsreel clips of the Petrov defection added to the 
illusionary nature of the production given the scratchy nature of old footage. After the 
play, in discussions in the foyer it became clear several adult audience members had 
come hoping to discover more about the Petrovs. Kate Shearer confirmed this 
discussion had occurred at other performances. Excellent though it was, this 
production confirmed for me there would be larger potential cinema audience if aimed 
at adults rather than young adults, and would better justify the cost of a period 
production with the lure of increased chance of a reasonable return on investment 
(should the film go into production). 
Adaptation Process: how one form became another: The Red Shoe 
The following provides detail, using the principles previously mentioned, to chart the 
process of how the novel became a screenplay. As also mentioned previously 
however, these determinants operate individually as well as cooperatively and to 
make the process even more complicated, simultaneously. Starting with the first 
determinant: that relating to textual fidelity and addressing concepts of interpretation, 
though this is an important element to ascertain in the first instance, as this project is 
not a commercial venture but a speculative one, this was not my primary determinant. 
As stated above, my first decision was to change the audience receptor, and by having 
this as the initiating choice, I started with principle two, which is to do with 
identification of the “spine” and involves many elements of aesthetics relating to tone 
and style, narrative structure, and character, as well as anticipated audience. 
In realigning the audience a snowballing effect was created as there were many inter- 
relating questions to be negotiated: firstly, the idea of the journey that carries this 
realigned reader/audience through the story: does that belong to a particular character 
or a group of characters, in other words, who is the protagonist and why do we care 
what becomes of them? These questions also brought into play determinants four 
regarding: How does historical fact play a role? And also determinant number five: 
Who ‘owns’ the story: the readership, the author, the historians, the actual people 
within  the  story?  In  other  words,  what  are  the  obligations  to  the  author  in  the 
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representation of their work, and, as this story also includes actual people, what are 
their rights in representation, what rights does the anticipated audience hold, and 
lastly my own input, do I own it as the new interpreter of an existing story? How do 
any or all of these elements inform how I adapt the work? 
In search of an answer as to which character might “own” the story, when discussing 
what makes a workable adaptation, Linda Seger suggests: 
The easiest story lines are about a mission or achieving some goal. A 
character wants something – and goes after  it  ...  goal-oriented  story 
lines are the easiest to adapt … by asking three questions: ‘What does the 
character want?’ (when he or she gets it, that’s the end of the story); ‘What 
does the character do to achieve the goal?’ (the middle of the story) and 
‘When does the ‘want’ begin?’ (the beginning of the story) (1992, 78-9). 
It should be noted the format suggested above by Seger not only applies to an 
adaptation but also to writing an original screenplay. From her notes on the 
publication, I knew that the Seger model was not one used by the author to create her 
narrative. As the story is multi stranded, I was curious to discover if the author 
thought it is actually one character’s story more than another’s. During an interview, 
the author expressed that it was difficult to separate out a favoured character. I then 
questioned which child she identified with most. She responded that she saw 
reflections of herself in all three. The parents, who do not have names in the novel, 
she saw as ethereal by nature, drifting in and out of the children’s lives and 
consciousness, their representation seen through the eyes of their children. She did 
however reveal that during the drafting process prior to publication, there had been 
considerable debate whether the novel should be for adults or for children given the 
subject matter. Whilst I did not require her permission to do so, I was pleased she was 
happy at my decision to change the audience, and that I felt it would be the mother’s 
story. Dubosarsky was curious to follow the process and outcome. An unexpected 
aftermath of this meeting was a discussion around the character of Elizabeth and her 
father’s suicide attempt. I was looking for an extra story beat for the build-up to this 
event. Ursula questioned why I hadn’t used the scene where Elizabeth finds her 
father, weeping, curled in a foetal position, for this purpose. I told her there was no 
such scene in the novel or I would certainly have done so as it was exactly what I was 
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looking for. It transpired this had been deleted in the publishing and she had not 
remembered. I then re-instated my version of this scene in the screenplay. 
Who owns this story and how this idea impacts upon process is a vexed question. As 
this adaptation is directed toward a new audience, I did not need to consider the 
existing readership’s reaction. I also did not need the author’s permission legally as I 
had that from the publisher. But for someone who remembers the struggle Australian 
screenwriters had to have their moral rights recognised in law, it was important to me 
that she was comfortable with my intended interpretation of her novel. The length of 
time to take ownership of my version of this story, ten drafts, is in large part to do 
with wanting to honour the work of the author. The other part is to do with the 
process itself. 
Screenwriter John Alsop suggests: “attempt to preserve the intentions of the author – 
not the voice – looking for a different currency of the same value” (John Alsop 
personal interview). Searching for this ‘different currency of the same value’ which 
translated to me to mean that I could cut or expand: introduce new material, but this 
new material had to come out of existing ideas expressed within the text, and not be 
imposed into it by me. Though I had considered introducing a narrator via an 
introduced storyline, I abandoned that option realizing it would become about my 
introduced characters in the way Adaptation is about Charlie Kaufmann’s journey 
writing the screenplay. Alternatively, I considered writing the narrative point of view 
from the present day and have one of the daughters now adult discover the truth of the 
family secret. I abandoned this idea when the more I trod this path, the more the 
original disappeared into the background. 
Was the Linda Seger model the correct one for this particular story: that of the one 
character journey or was it about the family as a whole? Linda Aaronson suggests you 
can identify if your material is a multiple protagonist story by asking, “how one 
individual affects a group” (2010, 208). She also suggests that to make the multiple 
protagonist film work, the writer must construct the script by thinking “of the group 
as being versions of the same protagonist” (2010, 209). This did not quite fit. I see 
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Margaret as the protagonist, her journey: holding the family together while her desire 
is to have her husband return to her emotionally whole. 
 
Conscious of what Stam has labelled “as an aesthetic mainstreaming” (Stam and 
Raengo 2005,  43), rather  than work  to any  particular model,  I  chose to  let the 
screenplay evolve. By using this process, this screenplay went through ten drafts 
before arriving at the one presented in the thesis. It was unnecessarily long, and would 
have been avoided had I followed my own principles more closely. As screenwriter 
Linda Aaronson suggests: “there is a fundamentally different contract between writer 
and audience in film and fiction” (2010, 155). She continues with the advice to the 
screenwriter that where the fiction reader will: 
love novels that go off the point for a chapter to examine the protagonist’s 
bizarre but utterly irrelevant Auntie Nellie. [But] Do this in a film and the 
audience will get actively hostile … The film audience demands from very 
early on that your film has a story consisting of a chain-reaction of events and 
‘a point’ (ibid). 
 
In my case, trying to hold onto aesthetic moments corrupted the structure of the 
screenplay. One example would be that the novel, also written as a creative practice as 
research project, and expounded on by Dubosarsky in the accompanying exegesis: 
Children are always small, living in a world of large adults, but in some 
children's books there are people even smaller than they are. In these books, 
'little people' books, ordinary-sized children typically find themselves in the 
company of an individual or group of miniature human beings. The normal 
experience of the child of being small in the world of the big is therefore 
reversed and both adult and child are displaced. (2006a). 
 
She continued discussing how stories about and with little people were part of the folk 
tales tradition common in literature for children, and that: 
The post-war period pivotally heightened the power of the metaphor of the 
little person, and extended it beyond the displacement of the child and adult 
to a more specific political and historic displacement. The world after 1945 
was filled with displaced persons, “diminished by trauma., standing like 
Paddington  Bear  on  railway  platforms,  homeless,  rootless,  and  culturally 
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anxious, attempting to find a new place within a dominant big culture at a time 
of political upheaval (2006a). 
 
No matter how interesting the above, Dubosarsky’s creation of a ‘little person’ in the 
character, Floreal, an imaginary friend for Malilda, though part of the aesthetic of the 
novel, was totally dispensable in a screen representation. He functioned to give voice 
to what is otherwise the sub-text that would be apparent through performance. I knew 
instinctively I had to delete the character, but stubbornly persisted unnecessarily with 
retaining him through three drafts. 
 
The story of the novel is told in different strands in discontinuous time of a family 
with three daughters who have to face an uncomfortable truth: their father attempts 
suicide. The main strand is told in the present time, with flashbacks to this incident 
that is kept as a mystery: what happened to dad at the picnic ground. Each of the 
children has a reaction, becoming separate little stories. The mother is distracted by 
her husband’s refusal to seek help then not returning from a berth on a ship (he is a 
maritime worker) and she fears the worst. She is further confused by the attentions, 
not entirely unwelcome, of his younger brother, Paul. Eldest daughter, Elizabeth, 
suffers a nervous breakdown and she too tries to commit suicide. Matilda “acts out” 
putting herself at risk by sneaking into the neighbours’ houses seeing things she 
shouldn’t. Matilda is also disturbed by Paul’s flirting with her mother, constantly 
drummed into her that this should not happen by her imaginary friend, Floreal. 
Frances, after befriending a victim of bullying, subsequently learns when her friend 
disappears from school that he died from polio. The story of the family is set in 1954 
against the backdrop of the actual defection of Soviet spies Vladimir and Evdokia 
Petrov, the climax of the story occurring when Matilda reveals that Vladimir is living 
next door and the background real story crosses with the fictional. The structure of 
the book includes actual newspaper columns of the period dividing each chapter. One 
column at the end concerns an unidentified man committing suicide. As Paul has been 
banished, it was intended to the astute reader they would deduce this to be Paul. 
 
There is little change to the over-arching story of the screenplay which is also told in 
discontinuous time with interweaving story strands, though there have been deletions: 
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as mentioned, Floreal, Elizabeth’s suicide attempt (one too many), and Frances’ 
storyline which has no effect on the family story. However, it is in the realisation that 
there is considerable change: the structure and tone are different, some of what 
previously appeared in newspaper columns or description has been amalgamated 
within the action, or, as described by Alsop: the screenplay finds a way to replicate 
not the voice but “a different currency of the same value” of the original material. 
This is how I see the application of the third principle: engaging with the idea of the 
palimpsest, assisting the process. When I became comfortable with the interpretative 
nature of my adaptation and could view it as a palimpsest, allowing the original to 
shine through it became both a new yet familiar story, the writing flowed more easily. 
I struggled particularly with the tone, which I felt was a large part of the voice of the 
novel but it had to be different to accommodate a new audience. It is a short novel, 
and therefore there are quite a number of additional scenes, including Paul’s suicide 
that is now dramatized, starting in the title sequence. The investigation of this death 
then creates a narrative present and drives the story forward. It also acts as a red 
herring in that when Bill attempts suicide unsuccessfully then disappears, it is the 
intention the audience will assume that he was finally successful and that is Bill who 
has died. The reveal that the dead man is Paul creates the third act. Bill, upon 
learning of his brother’s fate, is forced to face his own demons and seek help. 
Unknown facts come to light: Bill believes his own war trauma is undeserved because 
he did not see combat, but served in the merchant navy, his ship being torpedoed. Paul 
also had demons: he anonymously received a white feather in the post, identifying 
him as a coward when he was only fourteen and too young to enlist. This new 
material expands the underlying theme of the story, that of trauma, and the hidden 
effects of war on families, exploring the different way trauma is experienced. 
However, after my attempt to avoid the one character journey model, my supervisor, 
Geoff Portmann, on reading the screenplay (on my request he did not read the novel), 
asked me to clarify whose story it was. He asked the question that Linda Seger asked: 
which character’s need or desire drives the action? Despite my initial resistance to do 
so, I edited it to ensure Margaret and her need to have her husband return to her 
emotionally whole had created the spine to the screenplay. The screenplay developed 
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over many drafts when I, as suggested by McFarlane earlier, finally accepted that 
fidelity was getting me nowhere and it was time to play around. 
I need to clarify again that in discussing themes such as trauma, or the historical 
background, I am not intending to engage with any other theoretical discourse other 
than adaptation studies. That said, one underlying theme is trauma on many levels: a 
family struggling to deal with the effects of post-war trauma thus expanding on the 
idea that war trauma is only suffered by those who experienced combat. Bill did not 
see combat but, like many maritime workers, played a significant role in the war 
effort, many, as Bill witnessed, paying the ultimate price. Yet Bill feels unworthy of 
seeking help. This screenplay demonstrates a rippling effect of collateral damage of 
war through families. Paul, the ultimate victim, was too young to serve but did not 
escape being called a coward by receiving a white feather in the mail. Or, on a 
different theme of trauma, it could be seen as a tragic love story in which Paul’s death 
is due to falling in love with the forbidden fruit, his brother’s wife. The children of the 
family also suffer trauma: subjected to teasing at school over their father’s suicide 
attempt, Elizabeth has a breakdown. Margaret, while trying to hold the family 
together is tempted to stray. The story is filled with characters all dealing with their 
demons, even the old neighbour, filled with anger, bitterness and misinformation, is 
pivotal to the plot and aligned with this theme. 
Another example would be how the ‘real’ storyline, that of the defection of the Soviet 
spies, the Petrovs, is not only connected to the fictional family by the rickety fence, 
but via the theme of trauma. Evdokia, abandoned by her husband’s flight to freedom, 
is traumatized by his actions. She will not see her family again. They have suffered 
under Stalin’s regime, which is demonstrated in many ways, not the least when the 
audience sees Evdokia frog-marched onto a plane against her wishes. 
Adapting this combination of fiction and fact was a struggle. Initially, following the 
theatrical presentation, I felt a cinema audience would want to see more of the 
Petrovs. However, when I attempted in one of the many drafts to expand their story, 
the real story overshadowed the fiction. I also feared, by expanding the Petrov story, 
the fictional story could appear also to be real. As the Petrovs were held at Palm 
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Beach in a safe house, that part is true, however, this particular neighbouring family is 
fictional. My concern was whether this would be confusing. It is used only as a 
background for the fictional story in the novel, and I decided not to blur the lines 
between fact and fiction any more than the novel did and cut the additional material. 
To summarize the principles and how they helped shape this screenplay: 
1) Textual fidelity: addressing concepts of interpretation. While this was
not a commissioned project therefore negotiations around interpretation were not 
necessary, as this is a short novel, I experimented. Rather than write a treatment I 
went straight to first draft: a literal translation of the novel in screenplay format. I 
found this aided my ability in seeing the screenplay as a separate entity, and the 
strengths but mostly the weaknesses as such were apparent. It was not until the fourth 
draft that, as McKee suggests, having read the novel many times until it is imprinted, 
that I finally put it aside. 
2) Identification of the central driving force: After the decision to change
the audience, I initially struggled to replicate the voice and tone of the novel in the 
expansion of the story. The story structure finally fell into place at the third draft 
when I decided to start with Paul’s suicide. 
3) Singing the screenplay into a tour de force: Many drafts were written
which encompassed experimenting with then abandoning expansion of the Petrov 
story, introducing Yvonne as a character that is seen and developing a narrative 
present investigating Paul’s death and introducing repetition to build the romance 
between Paul and Margaret by isolating motifs such as Paul touching Margaret’s hair 
and the song, Berkeley Square. 
4) Negotiating factual and fictional imperatives: the incorporation of fact
within fiction, as mentioned above, was expanded then deleted as it overpowered the 
fictional story. By changing the audience to adult, I created another problem. The 
collision between fact and fiction, in particular, the manner in which the fictional 
ASIO agents engage with the children is acceptable in the novel, but attempting to 
make this more realistic for the screen has proved difficult. The denouement with the 
elderly neighbour is another element that would require more discussion with a 
director once one was appointed and possibly reworked. 
5) The author and subject: moral considerations. Adapting this fictional
work with a combination of fact within fiction, as the factual element, the Petrov 
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story, is brief and captured mostly through actual reportage of the time, it did not 
create the same issues as within the biography. I however felt a moral obligation to 
honour the author’s work. By changing the audience, change had to occur, however, 
as the author herself had considered an adult audience this did not seem too much of a 
distortion. There are only a couple of scenes where the Petrovs are seen as characters, 
they mostly appear through reportage which was drawn from actual  newspaper 
reports of the period. Therefore I felt they were fairly represented, however, as 
mentioned earlier, whether an audience could easily separate what is fact and what is 
fiction I do not know. 
As mentioned previously, it can be seen how these principles do not operate 
independently but are interdependent in the application. 
Robert Stam further suggests an enquiry into process might contain: “what events 
from the novel’s story have been eliminated, added, or changed in the adaptation, and 
more importantly, why?” (2005, 34) In response, the following document was created 
which charts the entire process. To guide the reader, the scene numbers shown on the 
left are shown as in the screenplay. They correspond with the appropriate pages on the 
far right in the novel and chart in the centre columns just how much re-arranging was 
undertaken. It is noticeable that while the scene numbers are sequential, the page 
numbers are not, demonstrating how this narrative was re-woven into a screenplay. As 
shown, the introduction, much of the first act and conclusion though drawn from 
within the broader story of the novel, is original work. Of the remainder, only a few 
scenes directly correspond, most are interpretations or translations into screen 
representation, however the author, on sighting the screenplay, thought it to be an 
adaptation that is true to the spirit of the novel. 
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DETAILS OF WRITING PROCESS THE RED SHOE SCREENPLAY 
Title sequence: Introduces the characters, the setting, the main story strands and creates intrigue: 
who died, what is their connection to the other characters, and who is leaving and why 
 
SCENES SCREENPLAY NOVEL PAGES 
 
Act One Outline: Outline: Margaret hopeful Bill has finally shaken his demons, then, when he has a war flashback and 
attempts suicide, realizes she is wrong, her dream of having him back emotionally whole is shattered. Subplots begin: 
Yvonne, despite noticing Paul’s attraction to Margaret, flirts with him. Bill refuses to get help. Girls follow the lead of their 
mother, no one talks about what happened to Bill. An atmosphere of fear, uneasiness, descends. Matilda acts out, goes where 
she shouldn’t. The investigation of the unidentified man brings the police to Margaret’s door. Margaret starts to unravel. 
 
10,11,12 
13 
 
 
 
 
 
14 
 
15,16, 
18,19 
17,22,24 
20-25 
26,27,28 
29-39 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
40-45 
 
 
 
 
46 
 
47-48 
49 
 
50-51 
 
52-53-54 
New beach sequence to locate the audience and 
introduce characters. Yvonne (developed as a 
character) despite  being aware of Paul’s 
infatuation with Margaret flirts with him. 
Margaret is hopeful of Bill’s recovery. Yvonne 
leaves for a holiday in New Zealand. 
 
Investigation of anonymous suicide continues 
(continuing a narrative present) 
Preparations  for  and  Bill’s  arrival  home  for 
Christmas–all is well (new material) includes 
Frances reading the fairytale (edited) 
Domestic scenes continue: Christmas (new 
scenes to establish the “norm” before 
disrupting) 
Bill hears radio broadcast of NZ train disaster, 
suffers flashback to war. Margaret appeals  to 
Paul to help, desperate to avoid a breakdown. 
Paul suggests a picnic to distract him. Bill 
attempts suicide. Margaret’s  belief that Bill is 
recovered is shattered. 
 
 
 
Suicide aftermath and Bill’s partial explanation 
to Margaret of why he is refusing help 
 
Frances warns her sister not to talk to the old 
man (establish him as a threat) 
 
Scenes drawn from descriptive passages 
Margaret reveals her feelings. 
Margaret, distracted, prepares Matilda  & 
Frances to return to school. 
New scenes: Police call to reveal the 
unidentified man is connected to the family. 
Margaret crumples, believing Bill  has 
succeeded this time to end his life. 
Language and tone of introduction of novel is in 
the fairytale tradition which has been deleted 
Yvonne is spoken about in the novel but not seen . 
 
 
 
 
As before: only shown as a newspaper column 
 
No specific page: new scenes drawn from wider 
story of novel 
Frances reads the whole fairytale 
New scenes 
 
 
Sequence drawn from novel but becomes 
restructured in screenplay. 
Though story essentially the same, following 
beats added in screenplay: 
Flashback of Bill’s ship being torpedoed 
Elizabeth finds her father crying (* details p    ) 
Paul flirts with Margaret on way to picnic 
Example of how story becomes restructured: Bill 
speaks of waiting for the sub to strike with 
Matilda not Margaret 
 
Matilda remembers her mother’s warning not to 
talk to the “mad” old man 
 
The men depart – the house is empty 
Margaret wonders why it has to be this way 
New scenes drawn from the broader story of the 
novel. 
Continuation of the dramatization of Paul’s 
suicide. The intention is this investigation will 
drive the drama through a “need to know”, whilst 
the story is unfolding. 
-- 
-- 
 
 
 
 
 
179 
 
-- 
-- 
1-11 
-- 
 
72-81 
And 
129-147 
 
 
 
 
 
80 
 
 
 
 
24 
 
- 
30 
 
- 
 
-- 
 
 
1,2,6 
3,7 
4,5,8,9 
Screenplay is in discontinuous time, new scenes 
comprises a title sequence: 
Margaret at home (flashback) 
Petrov departure (flashback) 
Dramatization of Paul’s suicide creates a narrative 
present 
This material does not appear in the plot of the 
novel, but is drawn from the wider story of the 
novel to establish location, character and mystery -- 
-- 
This was shown as a newspaper column after 
story ends 179 
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Act Two outline: Yvonne arrives, learns of Bill’s earlier attempted suicide, as a result of which though Margaret tried to hold 
them together, the family is disintegrating. Elizabeth had a breakdown: Frances retreated into silence and Matilda became 
unruly. Bill went back to work and did not return when expected. Matilda defiant not only because  of  her  father’s 
unexplained absence but Paul’s attention to her mother. Matilda discovers Vladimir Petrov, the Soviet Spy in the news is 
living next door. Paul, unable to watch Margaret’s  suffering offers her an alternative. She refuses him. When Matilda 
unwittingly sets up an altercation that ends with the revelation that Paul did nothing to prevent Bill’s suicide attempt, 
Margaret banishes Paul. To her relief, Bill returns. All seems back to normal. (time jump) Evdokia joins her husband at the 
safe house. (in narrative present) Tension mounts between Yvonne and Margaret as an old competitiveness erupts over Paul. 
56- 
57-61 
62-66 
67 
68, 69 
70 
71-72 
73 
74 
75-77 
78-79 
80,81 
82 
83 
84-87 
88 
89-90 
91-94 
95 
96-97 
98 
99 
100-104 
105 
Yvonne arrives to support Margaret: flashback 
to when it started to fall apart for Margaret 
The girls return to school, Elizabeth has 
breakdown is visited by the doctor – scenes 
constructed from descriptive passages –Bill 
asked to come home 
Matilda visits the forbidden mad old man then 
asks Elizabeth about “commies” 
Margaret doubts herself, Yvonne supportive 
Matilda sees ASIO men  & dad arrives 
Matilda announces the new arrivals next door 
but is ignored when a blue tongue lizard 
interrupts lunch 
Margaret wants Bill to stay longer. He leaves. 
Elizabeth, obsesses about news, refuses to go 
back to school 
Margaret suggests Yvonne has a secret 
Matilda meets Vladimir Petrov told not to 
speak to strangers 
Margaret warns Matilda not to talk to 
strangers. Girls wish they had a car 
Matilda  thinks  it’s  not  fair  Elizabeth  stays 
home, then wishes they had a car too 
Margaret wonders to Paul about telling Bill 
Margaret  &  Yvonne  awkward  about  Paul  – 
Margaret asks if there is anything going on 
Frances & Matilda prepare for Pet Parade & 
leave for school 
Accepting a lift from strangers 
Matilda wins pet parade but is reminded of her 
father’s folly – it won’t go away 
Elizabeth obsessed with Petrov story. Matilda 
sees Asio agents. Margaret tells her not to be a 
nuisance. Paul but not Bill arrives for Easter. 
Yvonne and Margaret try to clear the air 
between them over whether Yvonne has had 
an affair with Paul 
Matilda pushes to go to the show, Paul sings 
Berkley Square which reveals his feelings 
toward Margaret 
Matilda watches Vladimir play chess 
Margaret acknowledges Bill has  disappeared 
agrees to Paul’s suggestion to see a movie 
Travel to town. Arrive at cinema. Girls go into 
cinema. Margaret leaves with Paul. 
Margaret and Paul start search for Bill 
Sequence continues inspired by newspaper 
column and broader story of novel 
Restructured: the novel starts with Elizabeth 
having had the breakdown, tone adjusted for 
adult audience when Margaret tells Bill 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New Scenes to focus story on adults 
The emphasis of Elizabeth’s breakdown has 
been edited so it adds more tension to 
Margaret and Bill’s relationship 
New material to maintain focus on adults 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene to maintain focus on adults 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene to maintain focus on adults 
New scene to maintain focus on adults 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Heavily edited to reduce emphasis on 
children 
Edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene to maintain focus on adults. 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene 
179 
16,39,40 
25-29 
- 
17-23 
- 
37-39 
- 
44-46 
47,48 
49 
- 
- 
59-61 
63-65 
66-70 
87-90 
- 
91-100 
- 
103-105 
- 
105-109 
- 
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104,106 
107 -109 
110, 111 
112 
113 
114 
115-117 
118-119 
120 
121-125 
126-128 
129, 130 
131 
132-133 
134-136 
137 
138 
139 
140,141 
142, 143 
144-147 
148 
149 
150 
Matilda sees Vladimir on news, film starts. 
Margaret & Paul search for missing Bill. Get 
soaked in rain squall 
Temptation strikes Paul and Margaret 
Girls in cinema, then waiting   
Temptation denied – the girls are waiting 
Collect the girls. 
Visit Paul’s Pub, arrive home. No sign of Bill 
Easter. 
Matilda tells Clive about spies 
Anxiety building over Bill’s disappearance 
Matilda hates uncle Paul wants to cheer up 
mum 
Frances leaves, rides her scooter 
Elizabeth reads about Mrs. Petrov – tells Paul 
she knows her dad is missing 
Evdokia Petrov arrives, confronts Vladimir 
angrily, Matilda tells Margaret who won’t 
listen 
Montage building to climax 
Matilda shouts at Paul to leave her mother 
alone. Gunshots outside 
Elizabeth hears the gunshots 
Matilda reveals Paul did not intervene in her 
father’s suicide attempt. Margaret banishes 
Paul 
Agents overpower Clive, Margaret banishes 
Paul 
Clive leaves in ambulance Frances puzzled to 
see Paul running away. 
Bill returns home – all is well, girls get 
chocolates, Margaret gets new shoes 
Evdokia watches Elizabeth wistfully 
remembers her sister TIME TRANSITION 
TO NARRATIVE PRESENT: 
Yvonne realizes Margaret has not spoken to 
the children about the death – Margaret has a 
plan 
FLASHBACK to reveal it is Paul who  has 
died, not Bill 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scenes to keep focus on adults 
New scenes to keep focus on adults 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene to keep focus on adults 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar ,edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene – Evdokia only heard as a voice 
shouting in novel 
New sequence, Elizabeth’s attempted suicide 
deleted 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Heavily edited from novel 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
Similar, edited for performance in screenplay 
New scene 
New scene 
New scene 
111-112 
- 
- 
117,118 
- 
119.120 
122,123 
125 
127,128 
- 
141,142 
152 
158-162 
- 
137 
165 
170 
170 
171 
172.173 
Act three outline: Bill learns his brother has died – it was Paul, not Bill who successfully committed suicide. At Paul’s 
funeral, Margaret remembers a shared moment of temptation with Paul. Margaret also becomes aware that Bill knew 
of Paul’s infatuation with her. Bill, shaken by seeing the suffering Paul’s suicide has caused, agrees to seek help 
himself. At the discovery of the ‘safe house’ the Petrovs must depart. Margaret’s wish to have her husband healed has 
come at a price. 
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151 
 
 
 
152-155 
 
 
 
156 
 
157 
 
 
 
158,160 
159 
Margaret  tells  Yvonne  how  hard  it  was 
having Paul in love with her when he 
reminded her of Bill when he was well. And 
she wants Bill to tell the girls of Paul’s death 
Margaret waits for Bill’s ship to dock, look 
in Paul’s room, Bill identifies his brother’s 
body , a silent return home 
Bill learns of his brother’s suffering during 
war 
Yvonne sees why Margaret waited to tell the 
girls about Paul’s death as the impact on Bill 
of telling the girls is apparent. 
Margaret and  Bill  get  a  glimpse  of  Paul’s 
other life at the funeral. 
As a third act was not part of the novel’s 
construction, one had to be created to provide 
a conclusion for the screenplay. All new 
scenes throughout the screenplay are drawn 
from various elements of the broader story of 
the novel, sometimes therefore difficult to 
locate exactly. One example is below: 
Margaret remembers 
temptation with Paul 
the moment of 
161,162 
A new scene that connects to and expands 
previous scene sequence 110,111,113. This 
expanded sequence is inspired by Paul 
initially singing Berkley Square (scene 
Bill   blames   himself   for   Paul’s   death. 96,97)as established in novel. 
Reassures  Margaret,  he  will  get  help  for 
himself now she has no need to worry. 
Yvonne  leaves,  Margaret  thinks  Bill  will 
163 now  be  okay.  Were  they  really  there,  the 
Petrovs? 
164 Elizabeth inherits uncle Paul’s room 
165 Elizabeth is going back to school, Matilda 
wants to be a spy. Husband and wife recover 
the missing spark in their marriage. 
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Second Adaptation: Shadows (Empire of Fear) 
Background: Biographical truths 
The event of the Petrov defection became enshrined in Australian political history 
known as The Petrov Affair, described by historian, Robert Manne as: 
Affairs emerge - usually quite unexpectedly - when a nation’s political realm 
comes to be dominated by bitter disputes over the meaning of a particular 
sequence of events. Affairs grow from those cases which seem to touch the 
most sensitive nerve ends of a society - the fundamental issues of value and 
allegiance. They have a far deeper ideological resonance and a much longer 
life expectancy than what might be called mere cases (1987, xi).He continues 
to describe how, in 1954, Vladimir Petrov, a Soviet spy, defected, then his wife, 
Evdokia, in a blaze of publicity, followed in spectacular fashion in Darwin when she 
was being flown back to Moscow under Soviet security guard. The reason it became 
known as an affair was how it shattered the Australian Labor Party, then lead by Dr 
Evatt, who believed the defection had been manipulated by the conservative Liberal 
Party Coalition Prime Minister, Robert Menzies, to coincide with the parliamentary 
election (1987, xii). 
 
When someone agrees to transform their lives into a text, it is inevitable that 
subjective and objective views will collide. Michael Benton discusses the literary 
biography thus: 
What does the biographer do when faced with the subject’s autobiography cast 
in literary form? Say ‘thanks for  the  memories’,  while  judiciously 
analysing the author’s self-censorship? Celebrate the technical and aesthetic 
accomplishment of the author in transmuting life into art? Fill in the gaps, 
contextual and substantive, that help to complete a fuller picture of the 
author’s life? The answer of course, is all of these things. (Benton 2009, 132) 
If these questions face the biographer, then it is equally true they will come into play 
for the screenwriter undertaking an adaptation of the biography for the screen. 
 
The Petrov biography was written more than half a century ago by a male ghostwriter, 
Richard  Thwaites,  who  was  the  director  of  counter-espionage  in  the  Australian 
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Security Intelligence Organisation (ASIO) (1987, 2). This was the opposing security 
force to Soviet N.K.V.D (later known as K.G.B.). in which both Vladimir and his 
wife Evdokia Petrov were operatives. That this biography was a propaganda toolfor 
both parties must be considered. The Petrov need was to seek acceptance in this 
country following their defection, and, in anticipation of remuneration for book sales, 
created a further need: to be seen as sympathetic. As neither Petrov was fluent in 
English, the biography, derived from separate interviews required not only a ghost 
writer but also a translator. 
Ghostwriter and translator Jennie Erdal suggests that “translation is so much more 
than mere words” (2004, 84). She speaks about the intricacies of language, each with 
its own structure, cultural nuances, rhythms and textures and the necessity for the 
literary translation to be interpreted as seamless by readers and critics alike, the effort 
involved to achieve something that appears in the end as effortless is enormous (ibid). 
This could equally be said of the adaptation: the literary text as one language, the 
screenplay text as another, and the challenge for the screenwriter also is for the 
transition from one to another to not only engage in its own right, but to equally 
appear effortless. But change is inevitable. 
In Empire of Fear then it is assumed a certain amount of filtering, either intentional or 
not, has taken place by either the ghostwriter or translator. ASIO came into being 
under Menzies, whose opposition to the ideas of communism was unequalled. For the 
ghostwriter, Thwaites, an appointee of the Menzies regime, his vision for the 
biography whether consciously or not, would promote the representation of the Petrov 
case as the triumph of the democratic way over the evils of communism. Further, it 
was written at a time when both husband and wife are under enormous scrutiny during 
a Royal Commission. Memories are often unreliable and not necessarily manipulated. 
Michel de Certeau suggests that: 
the aims of historiography and  literature have been converging since  the 
Enlightenment. The task of the archivist involves deciphering hidden relations 
held in discourses of other times, while the creative writer weaves those same 
relations, whether with death or posterity, into a fabric of poetry fashioned 
from contemporary life.  Where the historian reveals the ineffable dimensions 
of social order that the past could not control, the modern artist invests them in 
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conscious  designs  that  are  not  a  product  of  chance  –  in  webbings  of 
contradiction, ambivalence and equivocation of language (1988, xi). 
 
Though the Petrov story is deeply embedded in Australian political history, I did not 
want to make another representation through the prism of the political fallout. This 
had already been done: a television mini-series mentioned above, The Petrov Affair, 
researched by historian Robert Manne and written by Cliff Green and directed by 
Michael Carson (1987). Rather, as de Certeau suggests above, I wanted to explore the 
“webbings of contradiction, ambivalence and equivocation of language” - I wanted to 
try to present the woman behind the facade of spy that has so far been presented: that 
of Evdokia, a wife, daughter, mother, sister. But, in undertaking an adaptation of a 
text, that of Empire of Fear, how honest a representation was I dealing with, and did 
that matter? What about the right of the individual to truth in representation, that is, 
the truth they have expressed in text? 
 
 
On a recent edition of The Book Club (ABC broadcast 15/4/2012) four panelists 
discussed Jeanette Winterson’s memoir, Why Be Happy When You Could Be Normal 
in which she reminisces about her life with her adoptive mother Constance Winterson. 
Three of the panelists felt it was written with some affection as there was some ironic 
humour, one example given by Jason Steger was the captions placed in the toilet. All 
agreed that Mrs Winterson was an intriguing ‘character’ and much bigger than the 
portrayal allowed. The fourth panelist, Germaine Greer, did not agree with the 
‘affection’ nor did she agree that Jeanette’s continual reminder that this was in effect 
an unreliable memoir was sufficient reason to fictionalize her adoptive mother. Greer 
felt this to be in effect an avoidance of responsibility to the truth, that once a memory 
is committed to text it takes on a particular authority that annuls the memory. She 
spoke of the need for truth “for getting things right” as being her life’s work. If 
Jeanette wanted to write about her adoptive mother then do it truthfully, or if she 
wanted to write it as fiction, then give Constance another name. Greer admitted her 
views were a reaction to having been misrepresented many times in various texts 
written by others (unnamed): statements that have been attributed to her that she never 
made, places and events she was meant to have participated in that she had not, even 
people she had supposedly slept with whom she had never met.  In demonstration of 
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these false statements taking on a life of their own, she said a journalist had 
subsequently asked her what Clive James was like in bed: “How would I know what 
Clive James was like in bed?” she vehemently exclaimed (2012). 
 
This outrage over loss of privacy and feeling impotent to address the sense of a 
personal invasion embraces the ethical dilemma in adapting a text that reveals actual 
people. Drawn into the story are others, not the subjects of the biography, who may 
not have consented to appear within the first text, let alone a second. Though there 
are laws which offer protection it is not the legal but the moral issue that is concerning 
to a writer. As stated above, Jill Ker Conway was unhappy enough with Susan 
Smith’s adaptation (a textually faithful one) that she tried to prohibit the broadcast. 
When dramatizing from Evdokia’s written account, I was very conscious that this was 
not a fictitious character, even though her story was fictionalized. I could not treat her 
as a story character in the same way I could treat Margaret in The Red Shoe. I felt the 
weight of moral obligation; as Germaine Greer suggests above, when committing 
something to text, that text then takes on a particular authority. And further, when 
research reveals fissures between what is written in the biography, and what someone 
else has recorded about your subject, which truth does one tell? 
 
 
For example: Evdokia is portrayed as a conscientious accountant in the biography 
(and initially in the screenplay) where she insists the staff pay the correct rent on state 
owned furniture, claiming that an audit showing her failure to do so will reflect badly 
on her (1956, 247). This practice according to her was not strictly adhered to prior to 
her arrival. This scene helps define her character: she and Vladimir were the only 
couple who did not have children, drew double salaries, and could afford to buy their 
own furniture whilst most other embassy staff could not. Her action did not win her 
many friends. However, though found to be a “truthful witness” at the Royal 
Commission, Robert Manne questioned her integrity as an accountant. According to 
Manne, Vladimir claimed false accommodation reimbursements approved by her for 
hotel accommodation in Sydney when in fact he stayed with his contact Dr. 
Biagalowski, (who was in fact an ASIO agent) at his flat. In addition, Vladimir, 
together with Biagalowski, ran a racket involving reselling excise-free alcohol 
obtained via consular privilege. Again according to Manne, Petrov claimed his wife, 
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as accountant, approved all the payments, in fact, had suggested the scam itself (1987, 
68). The objectivity of her biography, as with any biography, can thus be called into 
question. It was written with her husband immediately after their defection, and could 
be seen to be a text in support of that decision, therefore highly politically charged. It 
was also ghost-written by an Australian ASIO agent, which would have introduced 
bias whether consciously or unconsciously. Evdokia stated the process involved a 
question and response method of interviewing. This raises the question of reliability 
of these memories. Not only is the representation drawn from memory but filtered 
through an interpreter, and then recorded by the biographer. I chose to include this 
inconsistency by the use of a discontinuous timeline. There is a scene in the narrative 
present of 1990 where she has a copy of Manne’s book ( published in 1987) and 
accuses her husband of another betrayal. This technique helped not only to suggest a 
duality to the telling but in infusing emotion into the story. 
 
 
In the same way the film Adaptation is the story of a poacher of orchids but becomes 
the story of a screenwriter struggling to write a story about a poacher of orchids, if 
there are inaccuracies in Empire of Fear that I wished to question within the drama, 
then my option could be to introduce a narrator, an outside observer who can provide 
another perspective. This I considered.  However, I did not want an introduced story 
to push Evdokia’s story into the background as I felt to be true to her, I needed to 
show how she was shaped by her childhood, then as a young adult. A mini-series 
would allow for different interpretations: a contemporary investigating narrator, or 
alternatively, to make a three part mini-series with each episode offering a different 
view of the defection from the differing points of view of the major players: Evdokia, 
Vladimir and Michael Biagalowski with key scenes to anchor the cross-overs, some 
that confirm, and some that contradict, existing myths surrounding the defection. 
However, that  is  beyond  the  scope of  this  project  and  something that  could  be 
considered in the future. 
 
 
The writing process: screenplay Shadows (adapted from Empire of Fear) 
Attempting to extract, or, as Linda Hutcheon suggests, salvage, the story of a woman 
from another culture, from a different generation, from a text that has already been 
filtered through first her biographer, and secondly a translator, both male, held many 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   76	  
challenges. Not the least of these was endeavoring to find Evdokia’s voice. I started 
by listening to her actual physical voice, a recorded interview with Robert Manne 
(Petrov, 1996). This was undertaken when she is an elderly woman, 82 years old. I 
was surprised to find that her accent was still very pronounced. Having decided to 
introduce a different perspective to her biography by adding an interwoven strand 
showing her as an older woman in 1990, this was intended to contrast the two parts of 
her life, that of her past in the Soviet Union, and decades later after the defection. 
Another screenwriting device was employed. Though it is against industry practice to 
do so, I decided to write her English dialogue using broken English. When writing a 
character without fluent language, it is usually written in correct English, and the 
actor changes this in performance, however, for me writing her dialogue this way 
provided me with a connection to her, allowing me to visualize her more accurately. 
The most frustrating part of this particular research was uncovering in the transcript of 
the interview with Manne (1996, 113) a passage where she is talking about how 
unhappy Vladimir was after their coverage in the newspapers during the Royal 
Commission, something that would never have happened in Moscow. Attempting to 
explain part of his unhappiness was his inability to find suitable employment which 
he attributed to this exposure, she confirms to Manne he worked at Illford (a photo 
development company) then continues: ”Yes, he worked there. No, he was very 
unhappy. Of course it was very hard for me, him being unhappy, very hard. I had a 
very hard life after that”. Manne’s response: “Yes. I thought we might stop there 
today and I thought if we can next time talk about the life that you had, you know, 
when the royal commission was finished and after that”. Her response: “That’s what I 
say, hard life.” Manne: “Yes, but we’ll talk about that next time if we could” (ibid). 
When the interview continues on July 12, this issue is not picked up. Manne goes 
over political details such as dates, times, meetings but says nothing about the one 
thing I was interested in: why her life was “very hard” with her husband. Manne 
appeared to have an agenda: to verify facts in his own book chronicling the affair, a 
new edition of which was published in 2004. 
Whilst it is acknowledged that the idea of self is tied in with memory, however, in 
Evdokia’s case, memory is expressed from a particular fixed time: a reconstructed self 
image drawn from these memories of her family, her first love, even her work are 
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most likely romanticized and thus open to debate as to their truthfulness. But, unlike 
many biographies, hers is rich in events that make it possible to dramatize into a 
satisfying narrative for film. Because of this richness of event I was almost spoilt for 
choice on how to approach the adaptation, however, I chose one that shows how her 
early years shaped her aspirations. As Ian David states earlier, he would look at the 
past to see how it shapes a person. I did the same. The story became one of a woman 
who had suffered abuse and rejection from her own grandfather, extreme deprivation 
and poverty, being homeless and moving from one side of the Soviet Union to the 
other and back again that having informed her final arrival in Moscow and her drive 
to have a career to ensure future stability in her life. It provides an understanding of 
her determination, no matter what the cost, to pursue this path and not to be seen 
purely as the action of someone ruthlessly ambitious, and why she, like many in 
Russia at the time, embraced the socialist system believing it would provide for her. 
There were many unanswered questions however. For example: I struggled with how 
she and her husband would have spoken to each other at home and at work. Did they 
speak in private in the language of the party as so much of the dialogue in the 
biography is written? Though I tried to stay true to her biographical account as much 
as possible, I used the technique of her looking back from old age at an earlier time 
which allows for those memories to sometimes be uncertain: recall being unreliable 
over time, and to show how the emotion of the past remains attached to these 
memories. 
 
Though extracted from the biography by both husband and wife, I chose to tell only 
the story of Evdokia. I felt this adaptation then should bear a different title, and have 
attributed the working title of Shadows as this plays on her work as a spy, to shadow 
others, and also Stalin, in whose shadow she remains even in Australia. (I had also 
initially attributed a different working title when adapting the fictional work. I found 
this a useful tool to take ownership of the material). 
Shadows contains as mentioned above two main interweaving story threads. One is 
her remembered past which is triggered sometimes randomly, sometimes connected to 
what is happening in the narrative present of 1990. A large portion of the narrative 
present occurs in the hospital where she visits Vladimir now paralyzed from a stroke 
and unable to speak, toward whom she is sometimes tender, sometimes resentful. Her 
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feelings toward him are intended to be ambiguous. The spine of her story is that of a 
woman, who, born into hardship discovers a less harsh life by becoming part of the 
communist party machinery. She believes in the Soviet system, which makes her 
ultimate betrayal by this regime even more painful. Underlying this is the personal 
story, of a mother only 17 years older than herself who has a child at the same time. 
This younger sister becomes a surrogate daughter when her own child dies. 
 
The scenes with Vladimir in hospital are not in the biography which was written in 
1956. The Petrovs had disappeared from public life under a media blackout 
immediately after the Royal Commission. I did not feel this would be a satisfactory 
ending for a film to end here. Like most biographies, it is a record of events and 
needed an emotional through line. Evdokia refers to Vladimir’s illness several times 
in the interview with Robert Manne (1996) so I thought I would include this in the 
screenplay. The focus in the hospital scenes is on Evdokia, it serves to prompt her 
memories, thus the motivations and emotions behind her actions can better be 
revealed using this technique. It is also a useful structure to imply a testy relationship 
between the couple in which, though protective and loyal, there remains an underlying 
resentment discernible in the sub-text of the interview. 
 
The chapter in her biography about her first husband, Roman Krivosh, is entitled First 
Love (1956, 134-141). A writer and intellectual, he is arrested as an enemy of the state 
one month after their baby is born, sent to a prison camp from which few return. She 
quickly accepts his loss as wives are usually dismissed from the party under these 
circumstances. Her focus becomes staying employed in the Soviet security force 
(OGPU later known as K.G.B.) to provide for her child. Later she meets, and then 
marries Petrov before her child dies. However, I felt some unidentified emotion 
seeped from within these pages when she and Roman unexpectedly meet again. There 
are gaps in this story, when did she find out he was alive? Did she try to visit or find 
him? I speculated she had, and I structured the recorded reunion as having a 
significance that may have not been there in an ‘interpretative’ act, which implies 
there is perhaps a lingering attachment to Roman over Vladimir. 
 
Apart from the build up to the defection, the other story thread is the reunion with her 
sister, Tamara, which came in 1990 when her sister came to Australia to live. In the 
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narrative present, she knows this is about to happen, and this knowledge builds 
toward her ability to finally forgive her husband for having taken her family from her. 
 
As this screenplay is much longer than the fiction, space did not allow for another 
form charting the whole process. However, a detailed summary of the principles and 
how they helped shape this screenplay is offered as an alternative: 
 
Textual fidelity: addressing concepts of interpretation. Again, as this is not 
commissioned work, I was free to interpret without restriction. Despite, as 
acknowledged above, the veracity being questionable for several reasons, I did 
approach this work primarily as a textually faithful adaptation to maintain the 
integrity of her story as she saw it. My introduction of the narrative present in the 
hospital is either drawn from the biography or interview with Robert Manne, or 
inspired by them. 
 
Identification of the central driving force within the narrative: Although this was the 
biography of both Petrovs, I chose to make it Evdokia’s story. Extracting one theme 
was difficult as I was spoilt for choice. But my own writing aesthetic prevailed, and I 
felt I was best able to write this as a personal account of her life. It became the story 
of a woman who is forced into separation from her culture and family both of which 
were deeply loved. This gave me a spine to follow: one of loss and recovery. In order 
to create a satisfactory ending, I went beyond the biography to include a reunion with 
her sister. In comparison to adapting the fictional character of Margaret, Evdokia was 
much more difficult to visualize. Margaret was created as a character and had all the 
attributes in place to suit a dramatic purpose while the events of Evdokia’s life are 
what are recorded in the biography but not the feelings that motivated actions behind 
those events which I had to then imagine. 
 
Negotiating factual and fictional imperatives: the drafting process with this adaptation 
differed from the fiction where I was creating additional material, while with this one 
I had to condense. However, the decision to tell part of the story from a narrative 
present of 1990 required some additional material to trigger flashbacks. This narrative 
present setting of the hospital is drawn from an interview several decades after the 
biography was written. This structure was chosen to introduce dramatic tension, via 
emotion, otherwise the amount of exposition would be overwhelming. This is an 
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example of the notion of the palimpsest in action: there is the biography, and the 
megatext, both of which have a role to play, and leave an imprint. As identified 
previously, there are contradictions between how Evdokia presented herself and how 
others perceived her story. I have included an example: by showing firstly the scene 
as she describes it in the biography, then using the device of having a narrative 
present, using material outside of the biography but still drawn from her life story, 
where she reflects angrily on what she perceives as another betrayal by Vladimir, that 
he had ‘dobbed her in’. This serves a dramatic purpose of allowing the audience to 
sense her duplicity, and also her hurt. 
 
The author and subject: though both Petrovs are deceased, I still felt an obligation to 
tell their story as closely to how they themselves had told it in the biography. But I 
also wanted, as noted above, to include the contradictions previously mentioned. I 
thought about using a narrator, someone investigating their story to expose 
discrepancies but chose instead to use the method I have used. With the fictional 
representation, I felt a moral obligation toward the author while with the biography 
though I was conscious of the ghost writer, I felt the obligation was toward Evdokia 
and her family which did in part influence the way I constructed the story. 
 
To summarize: in comparison to adapting the fictional character of Margaret in The 
Red Shoe, creating a screen character for Evdokia was more challenging. Margaret, 
though her presence in the novel was less to the fore, already had an emotional line 
that I could embellish, and, being a fictional character, I felt free to do so. Though the 
demands of a narrative film required it, suggesting  an emotional motivation for 
Evdokia, one that may or may not have been true, did present me with some sense of 
unease, despite or perhaps because she is no longer alive I felt a moral obligation to 
try to get it right. However, there was no way to test if I did or did not do so. When 
adapting the fictional character, while I felt some moral obligation toward the author, 
this sense of obligation was not of the same degree. I concluded there is much more 
wriggle room for the screenwriter when adapting a fictional character than an actual 
one. Another challenge was to make conversation from the stilted language of the 
Soviet party machine; added to that was the dated technology that was used in her 
work. How to portray that in a way that would appeal to a contemporary audience was 
a further challenge. 
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I found this second adaptation to be a much more difficult than the first. Attention to 
detail was an issue: for example exact dates when events occur places restriction on 
structure. But the most difficult was the sheer amount of story events. Evdokia’s life 
was a very rich one prior to coming to Australia. It is obvious for an Australian 
audience to build a story around the major event of her defection. As this was 
adaptation, the story came from her own account. However, in terms  of  what 
remains, the story of her life beyond that which she has recorded, the one after the 
media blackout living in Melbourne, when she was trying to blend into her new 
community, is also one that waits to be told. 
 
Though Evdokia’s story is  part of  an  event that  shaped political  history  in this 
country, as this is an adaptation of her biography, it must foremost be seen as a 
fictionalized story. It may however cast her in a different light, expanding upon how 
she has been depicted in the past. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
CONCLUSION 
 
My intention with this project was in part to privilege the role of the screenwriter as 
author, or secondary author, in the process of adaptation. As my colleagues Susan 
Smith and John Alsop had suggested, that as the adapting writer, not only do you have 
to find what connects you to the material, you also have to find “there’s room to put 
‘you’ in there, the writer (interview 2009). This insertion of the ‘you’, the adaptor, 
into an emerging text, in such a way as to seamlessly recreate something that is 
simultaneously familiar yet novel, is the true art of adaptation. And the role of the 
screenwriter, as demonstrated throughout this project is crucial in that process. 
 
When Robert Stam comments that there remains “an elegiac discourse of loss, 
lamenting what has been ‘lost’ in the translation from novel to film, while ignoring 
what has been gained” (Stam and Raengo 2005, 45), I agree. Although I am familiar 
with writing as a reductive process, ideas and imagination are expansive while 
committing these same ideas to the page makes them seem smaller, it felt more so 
when adapting rather than when writing an original work. In part I attributed this to 
language. The language of the screenplay is economical. Description of the setting is 
only enough to convey a mood to set up a scene, description of action is equally 
limited to what is absolutely necessary, dialogue is not natural speech, it only needs to 
sound like natural speech, and often sub-text is limited to the instruction “pause” or 
“beat”. The language of the screenplay can seem truncated when compared to the 
richness of the language of the novel. Therefore, what is gained, a visual retelling, is 
not always apparent to the uninitiated reader of the screenplay. However, what is 
gained, it can be argued, is the continuation of a particular narrative with each new 
iteration inviting the inquisitive viewer to explore further, thus there is much to be 
gained from an adaptation. 
The argument that all stories arise somewhere, are inter-related, drawing suggestions 
that all texts are in some way an adaptation creates a problem for the screenwriting 
practitioner. The notion of the “authorless text” for the writer is something that is in 
the public domain, for example news reportage or an urban myth that is devoid of 
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copyright and free for use in interpretation in an original work, such as the report of 
Evdokia Petrov’s death which inspired Ursula Dubosarsky to write The Red Shoe. The 
broadcast is acknowledged as a source of inspiration and that performed well as a 
marketing function for both the novel and the theatrical presentation, but this novel is 
not an adaptation. Adding to this, had a screenwriter been equally inspired and written 
a screenplay (not an adaptation of Dubosarsky’s work as I have done, but one inspired 
by the broadcast), then it could bear the credit that it was “inspired by a true story”. 
But it would not be classified as an adaptation. For a screenwriter, how a credit is 
applied is of significance. Just as an academic requires accurate acknowledgement of 
their input in a project to advance their career path, the screenwriter, in order to do 
this, enters their screenplays into various industry awards. The categories for these are 
clearly defined between original work and adaptations. A work that is inspired by 
something in the public domain is considered an original work. In order that industry 
and the academy are of the one mind, care needs to be taken that the blurring of 
distinctions does not occur. 
 
It is in in this idea of a life-text – a mega-text of accumulated life knowledge that the 
complications occur for the adapting screenwriter, and the difference between 
adapting fiction and adapting biography or purely fact based texts comes to light. To 
adapt fiction, the screenwriter is writing from a published text, a new interpretation 
which will include their own research to help position them within the story world of 
the text they are adapting. This research, added to their mega-text knowledge, is what 
they draw upon to flesh out the character, and, so long as it stays within the 
boundaries of the broader story, will not add distortion. However, problems arise 
when there is a contradiction between the published source text and the mega-text. As 
outlined earlier, this was encountered with Evdokia’s self-portrayal that suggested her 
accountancy practice was completely ethical when other research questioned this to 
be so. This does not happen in every adaptation, however, should it occur, one 
identified solution is to introduce a narrator, or protagonist through whom you tell the 
other side to the story, and/or create subsidiary storylines as Charlie Kaufmann did in 
Adaptation. His introduction of himself as a character also addressed another issue 
raised in the introduction: the invisibility of the screenwriter. Usually the director is 
acknowledged as the author of a film, by using this device, Kaufmann became visible. 
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This project demonstrates, as stated by Linda Hutcheon: “An adaptation is not 
vampiric: it does not draw the life-blood from its source and leave it dying or dead, 
nor is it paler than the adapted work. It may, on the contrary, keep that prior work 
alive, giving it an afterlife it would never have had otherwise” (2006, 176). This 
concept applies equally to the story based on fact as evidenced by the way the Petrov 
story emerges, disappears then re-emerges, reinvigorated, and in this instance, 
reinterpreted. 
 
To summarise: in response to a gap identified within adaptation studies discourse, this 
project examines  in detail  the particular  issues the  screenwriter negotiates  when 
adapting from biography or memoir. These concerns are compared with adapting a 
combination of fact within fiction; the deliberations include moral reflections and the 
discussion of the significance of material when it is also based on historical events. 
 
This project answers the call from adaptation studies to further investigate the 
screenwriter as secondary author in the writing of the screenplay by the application of 
three separate research tools of enquiry: first, through creative practice: the writing of 
two screenplay adaptations, The Red Shoe and Shadows. Both initiating texts have as 
their source the same historical event: the defection of Soviet spies, Vladimir and 
Evdokia Petrov. Second, through textual analysis and reflective practice this work 
examines how these emerging screenplays may work as intertexts. The underlying 
story of the Petrov defection as recorded by history, emerges into two new texts 
expanding views of the Cold War era. These emerging texts offer a contemporary 
audience a new understanding of the past, relationships between women and work, 
men and women, women and families. Analysis of the process of writing these 
screenplays offers the screenwriter and theorist a new perspective on the process via 
detailed analysis of how one text became another. The third part of the research, three 
interviews with Australian screenwriters then contextualized with their work provides 
original knowledge to the field. 
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The creative and  reflective practice, and interviews with contextual analysis are 
triangulated through a set of principles. A review of these determinants reveals the 
following: 
1) Textual fidelity: addressing concepts of interpretation. It is suggested this be 
addressed prior to commencement of the adaptation, particularly if, unlike this 
project, the work is commissioned. As seen with the adaptations of My Brother Jack, 
conflict arises over what is and isn’t a close textual reworking. Linda Aronson’s 
suggestion to ensure one member of the creative triage of producer, director and 
screenwriter has not read the initiating text is a sound one that will assist the 
screenwriter to argue simply translating a novel into screen language is not a 
screenplay. This process, however, might prove to be a useful tool if working from a 
short text: that is: to translate the initiating text directly into screen language by 
dividing it into scenes thus provides the screenwriter (and hopefully producer) with a 
document, that demonstrates the novel or biography requires reinvention to make a 
successful screenplay. Loyalties held by the producers to an original work may stretch 
beyond the audience who ‘love the book’ to other personal connections. However, 
while a screenwriter will respect the work of another author, there needs to be room 
for the secondary author’s imprint. As John Alsop mentioned, there is a question of 
ego: which will compete. To a large degree, the screenwriter requires the ability to 
suspend his or her own. As a secondary author, I found as I inhabited the shell of an 
existing character and breathed it into a screen life, I became conscious within the 
drafting process when I was overstepping the line established by the original author. 
 
2) Identification of the central driving force within the narrative: The second 
principle is as previously noted, complex, involving many craft decisions. One aspect 
often overlooked is that the screenwriter will bring to the project his or her own 
aesthetic, and consciously or subconsciously, this will guide most of the creative 
decisions in their approach to the adaptation. As this is not the screenwriter’s story, 
the challenge arises trying to meld the original vision, style, tone and rhythm with the 
screenwriter’s. This complex and sometime subtle process requires more time than 
writing an original. When you arrive at a workable screenplay, comes application of 
the he third principle, involving refining the draft. 
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3) ‘Singing’ the screenplay into a tour de force: editing/deleting and writing 
additional scenes. My experience was that adaptation being a far more complex 
process than the original required many more drafts. It is often observed that the film 
never starts or ends where the novel or biography does. Once you find your ending, 
you have your beginning. This was true of both my screenplays with the insertion of a 
narrative present to provide both. At this point it is best to remind oneself of the old 
adage, all writing is rewriting. Another helpful notion is that of the palimpsest and 
embrace the multiple imprints upon your screenplay. 
 
4) Negotiating factual and fictional imperatives: considering contradictions that 
may arise between the text to be adapted and the writer’s additional research: the 
influence of mega-texts on the screenwriter. The fourth determinant applies 
specifically to  biography when the screenwriter’s own research reveals 
inconsistencies. The decision between ignoring them and exposing them in some way 
is one that involves the fifth determinant, those of moral and ethical considerations. 
 
5) The author and subject: moral and ethical considerations involved in respecting 
the initiating author’s work, and in the case of narrative based on fact, the subject of 
that narrative. Most professional screenwriters, having had unpleasant experiences in 
the name of editing, are mindful they are working with someone else’s work when 
dealing with fiction. However, when working with biography and memoir, as 
mentioned above, there are additional decisions about representations of actual people 
and events. In order to make a story suitable for the screen by dramatizing what the 
screenwriter believes to be motivation for an action may draw the ire of others, 
producers included. The last application of this determinant is to defend your choices. 
You must be willing to fill in the gaps in order to create a character that has screen 
appeal. If you cannot, it is suggested that you don’t accept the commission. 
 
Finally, although these principles are discussed above as separate entities, they will 
overlap, will not necessarily follow consecutively but inform each other at different 
points in the project. Screenwriting is an unwieldy beast, taming an adaptation is 
doubly so. It feels appropriate given the mega-story behind both adaptations, The Red 
Shoe and Shadows, begins in Russia to then finish with a quote from a Russian writer: 
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… we can assert that we have all been shaped, not by the obvious biographical 
facts that we can show as proof, but by the very facts that are agonizingly 
unprovable, often seemingly quite nonexistent … mute and eyeless- white, 
like cataract (1987, 92). 
Andre Bitov’s eloquent assertion could explain the process of adaptation. How, where 
or when a story starts, what it is that triggers a writer’s imagination is “agonizingly 
unprovable”, and how, once committed to a text, a second author, a screenwriter 
“often seemingly quite nonexistent”, makes something of that material is also 
agonizingly unprovable. But it is inevitable that we are not merely shaped by our 
physical beings but a combination of experiencing life, part of which is the absorption 
of various and varying texts about ourselves, our culture, our collective memories and 
our history. The screenwriter is not a robot, these life experiences, or mega-texts, 
naturally influence the writer’s aesthetic. Through these evolutions, as alluded to in 
Charlie Kaufmann’s Adaptations, we are ourselves if you like, adaptations. This may 
explain their enduring appeal. 
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1. EXT PALM BEACH AND SURROUNDS. NIGHT. END APRIL, 1954
SFX: Song My Prayer sung by the Platters plays under. 
THE PLATTERS 
(v/o) 
When the twilight is gone... 
Moonlight sparkles through dark foliage on the distant waters of Pittwater, creating a 
soft, mysterious ambience. Small night creatures fossick in the undergrowth. 
(v/o) 
THE PLATTERS (CONT'D) 
... and no songbirds are singing 
On the far side of the peninsula, waves glisten as they roll onto the shore. A rambling 
weatherboard house with wide verandahs set in native bush sits above the beach. Next 
door though a distance apart, is a more substantial two storied white house. A few 
other houses dot the hills, their sparsity creating a further sense of isolation. 
2. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. NIGHT. END APRIL, 1954
(v/o) 
THE PLATTERS 
When the twilight is gone you come into my heart 
Margaret, (34) a willowy fine featured woman with shoulder length fair hair stands 
silhouetted at the back door against the night sky. 
The lights go on in the distant neighbouring two storied house bringing her back to 
the moment. Margaret glances up... 
3. INT SAFE HOUSE/PALM BEACH HOUSE. END APRIL 1954
Another attractive blonde woman, Evdokia Petrov, stands at the open window looking 
down pensively at Margaret. A rotund male with distinctive round glasses, Vladimir 
Petrov, watches his wife apprehensively. 
Agent 1 knocks and opens the door. 
Ready? 
ASIO AGENT 1 
He picks up a suitcase from the bed. The Petrovs exit with him. 
4. EXT GEORGE STREET/PENNY ARCADE. NIGHT. END APRIL. 1954
(v/o) 
THE PLATTERS 
And here in my heart you will stay while I pray ... 
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The back of an unidentified tall lanky man moves down George Street, Sydney, in the 
slightly seedy Haymarket area. 
He stops before the gaudy lights of a Penny Arcade, his face obscured by the neon 
light then walks inside. 
5. INT PENNY ARCADE. END APRIL, 1954
THE PLATTERS 
(v/o song) 
My prayer is to linger with you 
At the end of the day 
in a dream that's divine 
Two shadowy men, one handing the other a wad of notes, look up quickly as the 
unidentified man moves past toward a Shooting Gallery inside the Arcade. 
6. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. NIGHT. END APRIL, 1954.
(v/o) 
THE PLATTERS 
My prayer is a rapture in blue 
With the world far away and your lips close to mine 
Margaret bites her lip as she mends a rip in a school uniform, breaks off the cotton, 
holds it away from her to examine her handiwork. Taking a man's shirt from the pile 
of mending, she examines a frayed collar, then pauses, smoothing her hands over the 
body of the shirt as though caressing its owner. 
Tousled haired six year old Matilda stands barefoot watching the shadows of people 
moving in the big house next door. 
MATILDA 
I think they're going. 
Margaret looks up, smiles vaguely at her youngest daughter continuing her mending. 
Matilda pads from the room. 
7. INT/EXT SAFE HOUSE/PALM BEACH HOUSE END APRIL 1954
Asio Agent packs the suitcase in the trunk, waits for the Petrovs by the car. Evdokia 
on the verandah watches the little girl leave the room. 
EVDOKIA 
(in Russian) 
... the people here will think of us only as traitors ... 
She turns to Vladimir, accusing. 
EVDOKIA (CONT'D) 
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(in Russian) 
... to our own country, to our own families ... 
She becomes distraught thinking of her family. 
EVDOKIA (CONT'D) 
(in Russian) 
My family ... What will happen to them now? 
He is defensive. 
VLADIMIR 
(in Russian) 
... your family would rather know you were alive, 
Doosia. Safe. 
She stares him down challengingly. 
EVDOKIA 
(in Russian) 
We can never be safe. If the new regime wants 
to silence us, they will find a way. We both know that. 
She turns and heads for the car. 
SFX: Gunshot. 
8. INT SHOOTING GALLERY END APRIL 1954 NIGHT
A gun fires at a target. A bored youth chewing gum reading a comic behind the 
counter looks without interest as the customer enters. 
(v/o) 
THE PLATTERS 
Tonight while our hearts are aglow 
Oh tell me the words that I'm longing to know 
YOUTH 
Ya want five shots or three? 
The unidentified man holds up five fingers, slaps money decisively on the counter. 
The youth looks at it, gives him a rifle and five shots. 
(v/o) 
THE PLATTERS 
My prayer and the answer you give 
May they still be the same for as long as we live 
The man takes his rifle and shots. The youth moves to set up the shooting duck 
targets without enthusiasm. 
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(v/o) 
THE PLATTERS (CONT'D) 
That you'll always be there at the end of my prayer 
The youth watches the man load the rifle, take aim: four ducks go down, bang, bang, 
bang, bang. Then the youth's eyes widen with incomprehension, then horror 
YOUTH 
Hey mister! ... Nooooo! ... Jesus 
A shot rings out. Something heavy falls, a clattering of things scattering on the floor. 
(v/o) 
YOUTH (CONT'D) 
Help somebody. Help ... 
9. INT PENNY ARCADE NIGHT. END APRIL 1954
The youth runs wild eyed from the Shooting Gallery into the arcade in a panic. People 
are standing, frozen. 
YOUTH 
He's gone an' shot hisself! 
Bewildered passers-by come to his assistance. 
End of title sequence 
FADE OUT. 
10. EXT PALM BEACH. LATE OCTOBER 1953
Margaret races Elizabeth, (15) a blossoming adolescent, from the surf. Slightly 
chubby Yvonne, (36) trails behind out of breath. Arriving first at their towels, 
Elizabeth shakes her blonde plaits, water flies everywhere. 
A  man  lying  nearby  reading  the  blaring  newspaper  headline:  MR.  MENZIES 
SURVEYS THE ELECTION GROUND looks up startled as he is sprayed. 
Paul,(26) laconic, with dark curly hair, tosses her a towel. 
Elizabeth notices a woman walking past wearing a two piece bathing costume. 
ELIZABETH 
Could I get a cozzie like that? 
MARGARET 
Don't try to grow up too soon. 
ELIZABETH 
I'm sixteen. Almost. 
MARGARET 
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Ask your father when he gets back. 
Elizabeth pulls a face. 
How is Bill? 
YVONNE 
Margaret looks troubled. Yvonne notes it. 
Matilda (5), dark haired, matching dark impenetrable eyes, runs up, shivering with 
timid sister Frances (11) escorted by Paul. 
MATILDA 
Why did we have to come in? I'm not cold. 
And she lets out an involuntary shiver. 
YVONNE 
The move up here hasn't helped? 
Margaret weighs it up. 
MARGARET 
The kids love it. 
YVONNE 
God, it's paradise. I'd live here at the drop of a hat. 
Yvonne notices Paul watching Margaret as she wraps her hair, turban style. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
(to Paul) 
Hey Paul, I hear you tinkle the ivories at a pub in 
the Rocks now. 
MATILDA 
Uncle Paul's a genius. 
I'm impressed. 
YVONNE 
MATILDA 
It's why he's got that bit of white in his hair. 
Paul obligingly runs his hands through his mop, with a white streak at the front. 
PAUL 
A sure sign of talent. 
He winks at Yvonne then moves off. Yvonne looks after him appreciatively. 
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YVONNE 
In more ways than one I’d say. And I only ever 
thought of Paul as Bill's kid brother. 
She grins at Margaret who doesn't respond, instead notices the bucket and spade. 
MARGARET 
Matilda. I'm not carrying those. 
11. EXT PALM BEACH/KIOSK LATE OCTOBER 1953
Paul moves on ahead of the group. Yvonne catches him up. 
YVONNE 
When do you play? 
PAUL 
Lunchtime mid week. Evenings Thursday Friday. 
At the Nelson. Come and check it out. 
YVONNE 
Tempting. I've got a couple of weeks til I leave. 
PAUL 
Joint really jumps on a Friday. 
Margaret, watching Yvonne flirting with Paul, is interrupted by Matilda walking 
backwards, pleading 
MATILDA 
Please mum. Please. 
Margaret extracts her purse from the beach bag.  Opens it. Frances sees her mother 
doing a silent calculation. 
FRANCES 
Doesn't matter, mum. 
Matilda glares at her sister. A boy wearing a steel brace on his leg and licking an 
icecream limps out of the shop accompanied by his mother. Matilda stares longingly 
at the icecream. 
MATILDA 
I wish I had polio. Then I'd get an icecream. 
MARGARET 
(quiet warning) 
Matilda. 
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Matilda skips on ahead to join Paul to avoid further reprimand. Yvonne waits for 
Margaret. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
That child. Honestly! 
YVONNE 
... reminds you of me. Admit it. 
Margaret slips her arm through her friend's and smiles agreement. They walk on in 
companionable silence. Matilda runs back, wriggles between her mother and Yvonne. 
MATILDA 
I know how Maoris kiss. They rub noses. 
YVONNE 
You'd have to wipe yours first Mattie. 
Paul is ahead, waiting for them to catch up. He wipes her face with a towel then 
scoops Matilda up onto his shoulders. 
PAUL 
You little grub. 
The family straggle their way up the hill toward the house. 
YVONNE 
I thought we were both going to lose our men to that bloody war. 
Margaret squeezes her arm sympathetically. 
Pause. 
MARGARET 
It can't be easy on your own. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
I guess I'd learn. 
YVONNE 
(gently teasing) 
Would you? You're not really on your own, even 
when Bill's at sea. 
Yvonne looks toward Paul, Margaret catches the look. 
MARGARET 
I will be when you're gone. 
Both are aware that wasn't what Yvonne meant. 
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YVONNE 
It's only a few months. 
12. INT/EXT KITCHEN PALM BEACH HOUSE. LATE OCTOBER 1953
Remains of a simple lunch. Elizabeth and Yvonne dawdle over cups of tea. Outside, 
Matilda and Frances wrestle with a hose, spraying each other. Yvonne smiles, 
watching them. Then she looks around the room. 
YVONNE 
This is a great house Mags. 
Margaret nods, eyes averted. 
What? 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
MARGARET 
... sometimes it feels like she's still here... stuck 
between the walls, disapproving of me... 
Yvonne smiles 
YVONNE 
God, I couldn't do anything right for John's mother either.... 
Pause. They become quiet. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
Now he's gone we've become really close. 
Margaret nods. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
(quiet rage) 
I think it would've been easier if he had been killed. 
Yvonne contains her anger. Paul saunters into the kitchen. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
I might take you up on that night at the pub. 
Beat. Paul flexes his fingers. 
PAUL 
Come and see the maestro in action. How about 
a lift back to the city? 
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Paul briefly locks eyes with Margaret on his way out. 
13. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE LATE OCTOBER 1953
Margaret and Yvonne hug. 
YVONNE 
Say goodbye to Bill for me. 
Margaret with Elizabeth beside her watches Yvonne's car drive off until it disappears 
into the heat haze. Matilda chases down the drive waving. Margaret walks slowly 
back inside, arm around Elizabeth and gently closes the door. 
FADE OUT. 
14. INT/EXT SHOOTING GALLERY/ARCADE END APRIL 1954
A crime scene has been established.  The area is taped off. An ambulance has arrived, 
loading on the victim. A policeman moves through quickly with a priest. 
POLICEMAN 
Don't know if he's one of yours, father but since 
you were there... 
PRIEST 
Better to be sure. 
The ambulanceman stands back from the body. The priest starts to deliver the last 
rites as: 
Inside the gallery, the Youth sits in shock. Another policeman has a notebook taking 
notes. 
POLICEMAN 2 
Had you seen this man before? 
The Youth shakes his head. 
YOUTH 
Don't think so. Maybe. Lotta people come here. 
POLICEMAN 2 
So he wasn't a regular. 
YOUTH 
Didn't really look at him that hard. Ya know. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
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15. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE/ KITCHEN DECEMBER 1953
Margaret vigorously beats eggs in a bowl, mixes it into a creamed butter and brown 
sugar mixture. Elizabeth watches. 
ELIZABETH 
Is that Yvonne's pudding recipe? 
MARGARET 
Mmm. Only mine never tastes as good as hers. 
ELIZABETH 
You said her John was a rotter. 
MARGARET 
And you shouldn't listen in on adult conversations. 
Why was he? 
Margaret beats furiously. 
ELIZABETH 
MARGARET 
When he was demobbed, he didn't come home. 
Yvonne thought he was missing in action. Did you 
sift that flour for me? 
Elizabeth starts sifting the flour. 
ELIZABETH 
That's not being a rotter. Is it? 
MARGARET 
He wasn't killed. He stayed behind with a local girl. 
And he was a rotter even before she married him. 
ELIZABETH 
How? I love hearing stories about the olden times. 
Margaret smilingly swipes at her with a tea towel then pauses reflectively, before 
blending the creamed butter and sugar mix together with dried fruit and flour. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
You miss her, don't you mum. 
MARGARET 
I do. I miss her a lot. 
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Margaret finishes mixing the ingredients. 
ELIZABETH 
The end of the earth. I heard you tell her we now 
live at the end of the earth. 
Margaret starts to put the mixture into a pudding basin. 
MARGARET 
That's what it feels like sometimes. 
Elizabeth dips her finger in the mixing bowl.  Margaret slaps it away playfully with 
the spoon. 
ELIZABETH 
Maybe Yvonne and Uncle Paul could get together. 
Elizabeth picks up the newspaper and exits out the back door as Margaret's eyes 
cloud. 
16. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE DECEMBER 1953
Elizabeth stretches out on her tummy softly reading, the headlines: "MENZIES warns 
of the advance of the Red Peril as Viet Minh troops reach the Mekong River..." 
Matilda and Frances compete to walk on their hands on the lawn. Matilda falls on 
Elizabeth in a heap. 
Matilda looks at a photograph of Prime Minister Robert Menzies in the paper. 
MATILDA 
He's got woolly eyebrows. 
Matilda hears footsteps approaching from the side of the house. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
(calling) 
Mum, dad's home. Uncle Paul's with him. 
Inside Margaret slips off her apron, checks her hair in the hall mirror. 
Matilda runs to greet her father and uncle. Bill, (37) an older, more worn looking 
version of Paul, watches amiably as Paul sweeps Matilda onto his feet and they dance 
around in a practiced jig. He takes her off, shaking his legs in mock pain. 
PAUL 
Nearly broke them. What's your mother been 
feeding you? 
Frances too has come running. She smiles shyly at her father. Elizabeth smiles a hello 
from her place on the lawn. 
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Hello dad. 
FRANCES 
Bill is not a man comfortable on dry land. He smiles a greeting to his daughters before 
heading for the house. Paul goes to sit with Elizabeth, taking the paper. 
PAUL 
So tell me what's been happening in the big 
bad world today Lizzie? 
ELIZABETH 
The Prime Minister thinks there will be Reds under our beds. 
Paul laughs. 
Margaret appears in the doorway. Bill smiles shyly at his wife. 
17. INT MATILDA/FRANCES'S BEDROOM. EVENING. DECEMBER 1953
MATILDA 
Please, Frances, please. 
Matilda, is appealing for Frances to read her a story. 
FRANCES 
Alright. Only if you let the book decide which one. 
Matilda holds the Hans Christian Anderson book high and drops it. Matilda checks, 
then picks up the book carefully holding it open at the selected story and jumps into 
her sister's bed, snuggling down beside her. 
MATILDA 
The red shoe. This one's scary. 
18, INT MARGARET/BILL'S BEDROOM DECEMBER 1953 
Margaret unloads Bill's duffle bag into a washing basket. Bill counts money out of his 
wallet. 
BILL 
That should see us through Christmas. 
MARGARET 
When's your next berth? 
BILL 
Sign on again near end of January. 
He looks at the room uncertainly. Margaret smiles. 
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MARGARET 
I made some new curtains.(beat) A decent break then. 
BILL 
Not my choice. 
MARGARET 
(playful) 
Is it that bad to spend time with me and the family? 
Bill feels awkward. 
BILL 
Meant work getting patchy. 
He moves over to finger the curtains. Nods an approval. Beat. 
MARGARET 
Kids love the new school. 
19. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/PAUL'S SLEEPOUT. DECEMBER 1953
In the red glow of the evening dusk, Margaret moves through the backyard toward the 
adjoining laundry. Paul, lying on the bed in his sleepout, follows her with his eyes. 
Margaret pauses in the doorway. 
MARGARET 
Why are you lying there in the dark? 
PAUL 
Checking to see if I need to eat more carrots. 
Pause. 
MARGARET 
Did Yvonne come to hear you play? 
Mmm hmm. 
PAUL 
Pause. 
MARGARET 
I guess she got away alright. 
I guess so. 
PAUL 
She holds his look for a second before Bill appears behind her.  Margaret moves on to 
the laundry. 
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20. INT LAUNDRY DECEMBER 1953
Margaret checks the soaking washing, puts another lot in the basin to soak, the voices 
drifting in from the room next door. 
(v/o) 
BILL 
Everything been alright up here? 
(v/o) 
Right as rain. 
PAUL 
Margaret discovers a stain, starts to rub it with sunlight soap. 
(v/o) 
BILL 
Appreciate you keeping an eye (on things). 
Margaret increases her attack on the stubborn stain. 
21. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. DECEMBER 1953
Bill stands at the window, restless, a fish out of water as Elizabeth enters. 
BILL 
Hear you like the new school. 
(shrug) 
Sort of. 
ELIZABETH 
Elizabeth watches Bill lift the lid off the pot boiling the pudding on the stove for want 
of something to do. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
Does it need more water? 
BILL 
Better ask your mother. 
Elizabeth watches her awkward restless father exit. 
(v/o) 
FRANCES 
... little Karen was so poor she had to wear wooden shoes... 
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22. INT MATILDA/FRANCES BEDROOM DECEMBER 1953
The two sisters lie side by side.  Frances's soft grey eyes skim the words.  Matilda 
luxuriates in the warmth, letting the story wash over her. 
FRANCES 
...but they hurt her and made her feet red with blisters. 
Matilda watches the tree outside make shadows on the blind. 
FRANCES (CONT'D) 
... so Karen wore the shiny red shoes to her confirmation... 
23. INT KITCHEN DECEMBER 1953
Margaret sits down beside Elizabeth at the table, slips off her sandals, wriggles her 
toes looking at them. 
Elizabeth switches on the radio. 
(v/o) 
NEWS READER 
...Court of Criminal Appeal refused Mrs. Caroline Grills 
leave to appeal against her conviction for the attempted 
murder of her sister in law, Mrs. Eveline Lundberg, by 
thallium poisoning.... 
Margaret looks wistful. Bill enters the room unseen by Margaret. 
MARGARET 
I wonder what it'd be like to have a sister-in-law. 
ELIZABETH 
Instead of Uncle Paul? 
Margaret becomes aware of Bill's presence. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
Or so you could poison her? 
Margaret smiles, checks the pudding bubbling on the stove, looks up at Bill who is 
staring out of a window. 
24. INT MATILDA/FRANCES'S BEDROOM. CONTINUED
MATILDA 
They chopped off her feet! 
FRANCES 
...then they gave her wooden ones and some crutches. 
See, there's a picture. 
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She thrusts the picture in Matilda's face. 
FRANCES (CONT'D) 
It's got a happy ending. Her soul flew up to heaven 
on a sunbeam. 
MATILDA 
That means she's dead! How's that happy! 
Frances closes the book decisively and hands it back to her sister then snuggles down 
into her blankets. 
Matilda returns to her own bed. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Mummy's got red shoes. 
She watches the shadows dance on the blinds. 
25. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE DECEMBER 1953
Night sounds fill the air: the hum of cicadas, bird calls, scuffling creatures, the surf. 
Margaret stands at the back door in the glow of evening, catching the breeze, 
watching Bill wander in the garden. He senses her presence, talks without looking at 
her. 
BILL 
Grass needs cutting. 
She moves over to him. 
MARGARET 
Is it good to be home? 
He nods. Margaret catches Paul watching from his sleepout. 
Bill is looking at the sea. 
Is it Bill? 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
They stand silently side by side. 
BILL 
I know I'm not easy to be around when I'm on dry land. 
He looks at her apologetically, needing reassurance. 
MARGARET 
Well that's the only place I ever get to see you. 
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He turns to her and slips an arm around her waist. Paul watches from the shadows as 
Bill kisses Margaret tenderly and they head indoors. 
26. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE/KITCHEN. CHRISTMAS DAY 1953
Margaret, in a hot, sticky flap, prepares the traditional Christmas lunch. 
MARGARET 
I don't know why I do this. We should just have a barbecue. 
ELIZABETH 
You say that every year, mum, but we never do. 
Matilda pinches some crackling. 
MARGARET 
Have you set the table? 
Paul saunters in, his eye runs over the preparations, pausing to take in Margaret. 
Margaret is conscious of his gaze. 
MATILDA 
You're out of bed! (shouting) Dad, Uncle Paul's up! 
PAUL 
Was Santa good to you? 
MATILDA 
Dad said we had to wait for you to come in before we 
could open the presents. 
PAUL 
What're we waiting for then? 
He picks her up under his arm, she giggles, Frances comes running and the family all 
troop in to join Bill in the living room. 
27. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE/DINING ROOM. CHRISTMAS DAY 1953
Bill, at the head of the table, wears a crepe paper crown, Paul has his at a jaunty angle. 
The others are pulling crackers, putting on their Christmas cracker hats. 
Later. Opened presents surrounded by their torn wrappings lie in piles under the 
decorated Christmas tree. 
Later. At the laden dining table, Margaret brings in the turkey on a large platter. 
Disaster threatens as Margaret, with a sharp intake of breath, suddenly struggles to 
hold the plate steady, realizing how heavy it is. 
Paul jumps up quickly to the rescue. Their hands and eyes brush together. 
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PAUL 
Steady on. Nearly lost the lot. 
Thanks. 
MARGARET 
Margaret guides the plate in front of Bill. 
MATILDA 
Can I have a leg? 
Me too. 
ELIZABETH 
Bill turns a warm look toward his wife. 
BILL 
Cook's first choice. 
28. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. CHRISTMAS DAY 1953
Later. 
Paul and the girls wash up. 
Margaret, exhausted, is lying on the couch. 
Bill is snoring in the armchair. 
FADE OUT. 
29. INT KITCHEN BOXING DAY 1953
Matilda enters to find Uncle Paul whistling while making a cup of tea. Elizabeth sits 
at the table tidying up the remainder of the Christmas festivities. 
MATILDA 
Christmas was the best ever. 
That so? 
PAUL 
MATILDA 
Are you really staying for a whole week? 
PAUL 
They get someone else on the holidays. With a pretty face. 
Paul pulls an ugly face and she giggles. 
They hear a suppressed cry of alarm from the front door.  Margaret appears with the 
folded newspaper. 
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MATILDA 
What's wrong? 
MARGARET 
Nothing for you to think about. 
Paul pours her a cup of tea. Elizabeth takes the paper from her mother and spreads it 
out on the table. 
ELIZABETH 
There was a big train accident in New 
Zealand on Christmas Eve. Lots of people died. 
MATILDA 
That's not fair. At Christmas time. 
ELIZABETH 
Are you worried about Yvonne? 
MARGARET 
No. She's miles away in Dunedin. 
She hears the toilet flush then Bill approaching. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
(urgently) 
Put that away. 
Bill enters. Margaret busies herself preparing breakfast. 
Morning. 
BILL 
Matilda goes to her dad and he ruffles her hair. Bill moves to the radio. 
MARGARET 
Don't put that on. 
BILL 
But I always listen to the news. 
MARGARET 
Please, Bill. It's Boxing Day. 
BILL 
They'll still have the news. 
He smiles at her, then turns on the radio. A soft fanfare of music precedes the eight 
o'clock pips. 
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(v/o) 
ANNOUNCER 
... families travelling to visit with loved ones on 
Christmas Day were tragically struck down yesterday 
when a bridge between Wellington and Auckland collapsed... 
Margaret watches Bill as his whole body goes tense. 
(v/o) 
ANNOUNCER (CONT'D) 
...one hundred and sixty bodies have so far been recovered 
from the river... many children among them... 
Margaret goes to turn off the radio, Bill stops her hand 
(v/o) 
ANNOUNCER (CONT'D) 
...with several more unaccounted for. Queen Elizabeth, 
who arrived only the night before in her yacht has 
expressed her deepest sympathies to the families... 
Margaret watches her husband with concern. 
MARGARET 
Bill, we can't help them. 
Switching off the radio, she looks an appeal to Paul. 
PAUL 
Hey. How about a picnic? What say we go to the 
Basin. Where's Fran? 
ELIZABETH 
What's high treason? 
Elizabeth is looking at the next page of the newspaper. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
In Russia some people have been shot by a firing 
squad for high treason. It says they betrayed the 
Motherland. 
Who got shot? 
MATILDA 
ELIZABETH 
(referring to the paper) 
A man called Beria and six other people. It says 
they were "reptiles in human masks". 
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Yuck. 
MATILDA 
MARGARET 
Oh stop it! Enough! Enough! 
She snatches the newspaper away from Elizabeth and squeezes it out of sight behind 
the bread bin. 
Bill moves outside to the garden and stands staring blindly, haunted by his internal 
nightmares. 
PAUL 
Come on girls. Chop chop. Go get sleepy head out of bed. 
Margaret moves to the back door, watching Bill. 
MARGARET 
(calling) 
Could you fetch the picnic basket? 
Bill doesn't appear to have heard. 
30. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. BOXING DAY. 1953
Paul is surveying the food in the fridge. Matilda is jumping on one foot. 
MATILDA 
Could we build a fire, have a barbecue? 
Good idea. 
PAUL 
Elizabeth stands with Margaret at the back door not sure what to do as Bill paces up 
and down. 
MARGARET 
I don't know what to do when he gets like this. 
PAUL 
Leave him alone. 
MARGARET 
But is a picnic the best thing? 
PAUL 
Might just be what he needs. Lend me a hand here? 
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Margaret moves over to take the meat he hands her and starts wrapping it in 
greaseproof paper. Bread and sauces are added. Elizabeth gathers plates, cutlery and 
napkins. 
ELIZABETH 
Could we stay til late? 
MARGARET 
(distracted) 
Maybe. 
Frances appears in her pyjamas yawning. 
Margaret goes to the back door again, is relieved to see Bill head for the laundry. She 
hands Elizabeth a picnic rug. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
Hurry dad along with that basket could you? 
Elizabeth exits. 
31. INT/EXT. LAUNDRY/PALM BEACH HOUSE BOXING DAY 1953
Bill stands at a shelf moving various household maintenance tools including a coil of 
rope to retrieve a basket at the back. He pauses. 
From Bill's p.o.v.: subliminal flashes start to the tempo and accompaniment of a heart 
beat, building to become a strobing vision of people falling, flailing in water, plaintive 
cries trying to locate others, screams of fear and pain, calling for help as they thrash in 
the water. 
The vision dissolves into another similar image: the ship he was on during the war 
sinking after the torpedo hits, oil burning on the water, sailors on fire, calling for help, 
jumping into the sea, looking for mates, Bill desperately reaching, reaching for a hand 
which is also reaching for his but misses.. 
Elizabeth, about to enter, sees Bill sink to the floor, back against the wall, crouched in 
a foetal position clutching the picnic basket, wracked by silent sobs as tears run down 
his cheeks. He doesn't see Elizabeth who props, shocked, then backs away. 
She moves slowly through the yard, hugging the picnic rug. 
32. EXT. ROAD TO FERRY. BOXING DAY. 1953
Matilda skips along, her large bucket and spade are banging on her legs. Beside her, 
Elizabeth walks quietly withdrawn. 
Bill, carrying the basket, walks silently. Paul makes up for it, as he laughingly tries to 
catch and steal a ball Frances is bouncing as they walk. 
Paul turns when Margaret pauses, trying to keep up in her red high heels. Bill and the 
girls have moved on ahead. 
PAUL 
You'll ruin those lovely shoes. 
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Paul feels the full impact of Margaret's languid blue eyes. 
MARGARET 
I don't get much opportunity to wear them now. 
Beat. Margaret turns toward the sparkling water. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
The ferry's coming in. 
Margaret moves ahead quickly to join the others. Everyone lifts their pace, hats and 
towels flapping in the breeze. 
33. EXT WHARF/FERRY, PALM BEACH. BOXING DAY 1953
On the ferry, Margaret sits with her hand in Bill's, both of them separately staring out 
to sea. 
Squashed with her sisters in the crowd, Matilda watches the ferry glide through the 
water. 
MATILDA 
How strong is the ocean? 
ELIZABETH 
Very strong. And very deep. But nothing is as 
strong as the H-bomb. 
Frances follows Elizabeth's eyes to the screaming headline beside her: Annihilation of 
All Life. Phrophesy Now Possible. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
It can destroy the world in a single second. All life will 
go phhht. The world'll all be empty for ever and ever. 
Matilda looks concerned. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
You won't know it's happened. (glancing at her father) 
It's only knowing things that makes you afraid. 
The ferry reaches the jetty at the basin and the family disembark. Bill's face remains 
chiselled with tension. 
(v/o) 
MARGARET 
You grow too fast Mattie. 
34. EXT. THE BASIN/BARBECUE AREA BOXING DAY. 1953
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Margaret is adjusting the straps on Matilda's swimsuit. 
MARGARET 
Nothing fits you any more. 
MATILDA 
Bigger things fit me. 
Bill stands, watching Paul light the barbecue. 
PAUL 
Stand back girls. 
Smoke and flames shoot up. 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
A fine blaze. 
Paul nods approvingly to Bill who is watching his family bunched around his brother. 
He then surveys the water. Pause. 
Margaret moves to unpack the picnic basket, Bill takes it from her. 
BILL 
Why don't you go for a swim before lunch. All of you. 
Margaret is uncertain. 
Go on mum.... 
MATILDA 
MARGARET 
No. I'll stay here with you. 
BILL 
I'll call you when it's ready. 
Paul gives Margaret a look to indicate they do as he has asked. 
Please. 
BILL (CONT'D) 
Matilda watches, puzzled, as he bends down, takes their mother's hand and kisses it. 
Then he turns to Paul holds his gaze for a moment and nods. He doesn't look toward 
the girls. 
Paul, Margaret and the girls troop down to the water. 
35. EXT THE BASIN/BEACH BOXING DAY. 1953
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Matilda sits on a rock dangling her toes in the water watching Frances and her mother 
swimming and ducking. 
ELIZABETH 
Let's play soldiers. 
Elizabeth has set up matches in a battle. Paul, seemingly distracted, realises Elizabeth 
is waiting for an answer. 
PAUL 
Okay. Five shots each. See how many we can hit. 
Later. 
ELIZABETH 
I'll set up over here. 
Whoops and hollers from Elizabeth and Paul as they fire their pebble cannons at their 
match armies. 
Frances and her mother run out of the water, shivering, wrapping themselves in their 
towels. They watch the game for a moment. 
Margaret glances up the slope. She can't see Bill. 
Let's go up. 
MARGARET 
They all head back up toward the barbecue. 
36. EXT THE BASIN/BARBECUE AREA BOXING DAY. 1953
They climb back over the rocks to the barbecue but there is no sign of Bill. The fire 
has gone out, the meat half cooked. Paul starts to relight the fire. 
MATILDA 
Where's daddy? 
PAUL 
He must have gone for a walk. 
MATILDA 
I'm hungry. Can we eat? 
MARGARET 
We can’t eat without dad… 
They sit on the rug. Margaret unpacks some biscuits and cheese and the girls tuck in. 
Twenty minutes later.  Margaret returns from having had a quick look around. She 
looks at the meat which is ready but no one is interested. 
MARGARET 
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Where can he be? 
PAUL 
Give him a bit more time if that's what he feels he 
needs. Just a bit more time. 
Elizabeth picks up a stick from the dying fire and drags it away.  Frances wanders 
over to another group of kids playing cricket. 
Margaret fans herself, feeling the heat. She looks about her one last time, then 
resignedly 
MARGARET 
I think I might wait in the shade. 
She picks up the newspaper. 
Good idea. 
PAUL 
He joins Margaret as she lies on the rug in the shade, covering her eyes with the 
newspaper. 
Matilda's eyes are drawn to her mother's red shoes. She takes them, admires them, 
then puts them on her feet. She stands and takes a few tentative steps. She looks 
quickly at her mother to see if she will object but Margaret still has her eyes covered. 
Then Matilda totters off towards the bush. 
37. EXT THE BASIN/TREE BOXING DAY. 1953
Matilda, balancing carefully in the red high heels looks up at a very tall tree. She 
starts determinedly to climb, finding it isn't easy in her mother's high heeled shoes. 
She makes it to the first branch. 
And then the next. And the next. 
When she can see out over the picnic ground she sits with her back against the tree 
trunk, looking around. Boats looking tiny now bob on the water. 
In the other direction she sees the outline of a man in a tree on another promontory. 
The stick man stares toward the picnic ground. Matilda follows his line of vision, sees 
her mother, and her sisters also like little doll figurines in the distance. She looks back 
to the man straining to see whether it is or is not her father. He is a very long way up 
the tree, moving along a branch hanging over a cliff top with what looks like a rope. 
Matilda becomes alarmed. 
She looks around panicking, then is relieved to see someone else, closer. 
MATILDA 
(urgent appeal to the person unseen) 
Quick! Do something! Do something! Stop him! 
As she points she slips and falls, her fall saved by a fork in the tree trunk. One of her 
mother's red shoes drops from her foot. Stunned, she sits there, holding tightly to the 
tree trunk watching the red shoe tumble and bounce its way down the tree into the 
undergrowth. Matilda looks down to see her mother running. 
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MARGARET 
Help me! Help me! Someone help me! 
Oh my god! 
VOICE 
Over here! 
ANOTHER VOICE 
Margaret waves her arms to attract help people scramble toward her. Matilda, 
shocked, having disentangled herself, half scrambles half falls the rest of the way 
down the tree and stands shaking clutching the remaining red shoe, seeing fleeting 
shadows of people running, hearing the panic in the voices. 
Then a man takes hold of her. Matilda looks at him blankly. 
MAN 
Stay here, love. You stay here. They'll be alright. 
The man leaves. Matilda hugs the red shoe to her chest sinks to the ground and waits. 
Later. Paul appears. 
MATILDA 
(whispers) 
Where's mummy? 
PAUL 
Dad had a bit of an accident. 
She stands up holding out the shoe. 
MATILDA 
I lost one of her shoes. 
Paul takes the shoe absently. Paul didn't seem to be listening. He draws on his 
cigarette then stubs it out. 
PAUL 
Let's get to the ferry. 
38. EXT WHARF/FERRY, PALM BEACH. BOXING DAY. 1953
Margaret sits holding Bill's arm as Matilda and Paul approach the wharf. The family 
huddle together, away from everyone else. Paul hands Margaret the shoe which she 
takes without comment. Bill stares absently at the water. 
39. INT/EXT FERRY BOXING DAY. 1953
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Margaret nods to Elizabeth to take her sisters on board. The girls grasp her hand. 
From Margaret's perspective, going up the gangplank, the deckhand pulling in the 
mooring ropes seems to be happening in slow motion. The family moves inside, 
sitting in a tight group. Paul looks at Matilda's sunburnt back. 
 
PAUL 
You're going to peel like a potato tomorrow. 
 
Matilda moves away to sit near the open window, lying down on the seat. Elizabeth 
silently joins her, putting Matilda's head on her lap. Voices drift in from outside. 
 
 
(v/o) 
VOICE ONE 
Lucky that branch snapped. 
 
 
(v/o) 
VOICE TWO 
Remember the fellow at the club? 
 
The voices mix and reverberate in Elizabeth's head. 
 
 
(v/o) 
VOICE ONE 
That poor woman. Poor woman. 
 
 
(v/o) 
VOICE THREE 
Those poor kids. 
Elizabeth stares straight ahead.. 
 
(v/o) 
VOICE TWO 
It's the war that does it to them. 
 
 
(v/o) 
VOICE THREE 
He'll try it again you know. 
40. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. BOXING DAY NIGHT 1953 
Margaret sits with Bill, silently drinking tea. 
Elizabeth, slowly unpacks the picnic basket as Frances, sitting at the kitchen table, 
watches Matilda pour salt from the salt shaker making trails with her finger in the 
spilt salt. 
Paul places bowls on the table. 
 
PAUL 
Who wants some Christmas pud with icecream? 
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Matilda looks at him, her eyes dark and unreadable. 
Me. 
FRANCES 
Frances glances to her parents in the living room, silently drinking a cup of tea. Paul 
follows her gaze. 
PAUL 
(quietly) 
Leave them be. They'll get their own later. 
He dishes up. 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
I reckon this was the best pud yet, what d'you reckon? 
He tucks into the pudding with relish. Frances takes her helping and tries to look 
enthusiastic. Matilda avoids looking at Paul, helps herself to a bowl and tucks in. 
Elizabeth sits toying with hers. 
41. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/PAUL'S SLEEPOUT BOXING NIGHT 1953
Later. Having dropped his cheerful mask, Paul lies on his bed, staring at the ceiling, 
smoking. 
42. INT BILL/MARGARET'S BEDROOM. BOXING DAY NIGHT 1953
The air is ripe with unspoken emotion. Husband and wife sit side by side on the bed. 
Bill... 
MARGARET 
Don't. Please. 
BILL 
Pause. Margaret stands, not knowing what to do. Bill remains unmoving. 
She unzips her dress, steps out of it. Sits beside him again in her slip. 
Pause. 
BILL (CONT'D) 
We knew they were out there, waiting, in that sub 
because we'd hear the radar ...ping... ping.. all day 
and night ...ping....ping.. it was that waiting.... then 
the explosion was almost a relief ... until the fire... 
Bill suddenly kicks the picnic basket sitting beside him. 
BILL (CONT'D) 
Why did you keep that thing? 
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MARGARET 
You made it for me…. 
BILL 
Bloody "occupational therapy".... what good did that do... 
Her heart is wrenched by his wretchedness. He looks at her desperately. 
Beat. 
She goes to him, tries to take his hand. He avoids it by picking up the basket fiddles 
with it to push it back into shape. She watches him helplessly. 
Bill... 
MARGARET 
BILL 
It won't happen again. Forget about it. Please. 
Later. 
They lie in bed, awake, in the semi dark, a chasm remains between them. 
43. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. 27TH DECEMBER 1953
Breakfast  the  following  morning,  everyone  is  excessively  quiet,  only  Paul  and 
Matilda are eating with any appetite. 
Later. 
Margaret is silently washing the dishes with Elizabeth. Bill enters. Margaret's eyes 
follow him exiting the back door. 
The sound of a lawnmower starting up. 
44. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END DECEMBER 1953/JANUARY 1954
Margaret gathers together washing. 
Bill cuts the grass. Paul rakes the cut grass into piles. 
Margaret is doing washing in the laundry watching Bill. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
Bill and Paul sit in deck chairs, silent, while Elizabeth lies on the grass reading the 
paper. 
Matilda and Frances are working on a jigsaw puzzle. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
The family troop past the holiday makers in the camping ground on the way to the 
beach. Margaret watches Paul and Bill ride a wave. Another woman looks towards 
Margaret who turns away, puts on a large sunhat and sunglasses. 
45. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END OF JANUARY 1954
DISSOLVE TO: 
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Margaret enters to find Bill packing his duffle bag. 
MARGARET 
Do you think you should take more time off? 
Speak to someone.... 
She watches him continue packing. 
BILL 
I’ve had a good rest. I feel good. 
He tries to cheer her with a forced smile. Pause. 
BILL 
I can't go back to that place.... 
MARGARET 
It might be different... now... 
BILL 
... the men in there... they ...saw real battle... combat... 
MARGARET 
The merchant navy were part of it... the war effort... 
a big part... 
He waves her to silence. 
BILL 
I'll sort it out. When I'm back on the ship.. I feel ...more 
myself... amongst the men. And the sea. 
But... 
He shakes his head. 
MARGARET 
BILL 
I can't turn down a berth. I'll be alright now. 
MARGARET 
We could manage. 
He chooses to ignore her. 
46. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END JANUARY, 1954.
Frances is doubling Matilda on her scooter near the boundary to the neighbour's house 
across the road, a dilapidated affair surrounded by unruly bush. 
Clive, late 60's but seems older, moves slowly along his path towards his letter box. 
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CLIVE 
What're you looking at, eh? Eh? 
 
 
Hello. 
MATILDA 
 
FRANCES 
(urgently) 
Don't talk to him 
MATILDA 
Why? 
 
 
Mum said. 
FRANCES 
 
Matilda ignores the warning, continues watching Clive. 
 
FRANCES (CONT'D) 
Come on. Dad's going. 
Matilda jumps off the scooter and runs back up towards their house. 
 
47. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END JANUARY 1954 
 
Margaret moves through the house with Bill carrying his bag, a heavy silence hangs 
in the air. 
 
MARGARET 
How long will you be loading? 
 
 
Few days. 
BILL 
 
Margaret nods. They stand looking at each other. 
 
MARGARET 
Call me before you leave port. 
 
48. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END JANUARY 1954 
 
Margaret, hiding her concern, stands with Elizabeth, Frances and Matilda, waving to 
Bill as he heads of up the road with Paul, bag slung over his shoulder, both of the men 
falling quickly into an easy walker's gait. 
They watch until the men become shadowy silhouettes in the heat haze rising from the 
road. 
 
49. INT. PALM BEACH HOUSE END JANUARY 1954 
 
Margaret sits in a chair by the window. She runs her hand down the wall, unaware 
Elizabeth has entered. 
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MARGARET 
If you were here, what would you tell me to do? 
ELIZABETH 
Who are you talking to? Nana? 
Margaret jumps. 
MARGARET 
I don't know why it has to be like this. 
Elizabeth comes to sit with her mother. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
50. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. FEBRUARY 1954
The  end  of  the  summer  holidays. Matilda  stands  in  her  uniform  on  the  table. 
Margaret has let the hem down and is pinning it up again. Matilda fidgets. 
MARGARET 
Stand up straight. 
MATILDA 
I'll be in big school now. 
Beat. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Where's daddy? 
MARGARET 
You know where he is. He's loading at the docks. 
MATILDA 
Where's he going? 
Margaret tries to cover her concern. 
MARGARET 
I don't know exactly. A few different places up north. 
MATILDA 
Are there communists there? Ow. 
Margaret's concentration is faltering, accidentally sticking a pin into Matilda's leg.. 
MARGARET 
No more questions. Let me finish this. 
51. EXT PALM BEACH/ROADS. FEBRUARY 1954
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The girls dawdle along the road on the way to school, avoiding contact with the other 
children as long as possible. Matilda runs her hand along some old fence palings 
counting 
As they come in sight of the school they automatically gather together in a tight 
bunch, protectively. 
FRANCES 
(quietly) 
Do you think anyone will know about dad? 
52. INT STREET/SHOOTING GALLEY END APRIL 1954
DISSOLVE TO: 
Later. The area remains partitioned off with tape. Police are examining the rifle, the 
ammunition, the range. They take the contents from the pockets of the deceased 
before the body is loaded into the coroner's vehicle. 
53. INT/EXT POLICE STATION END APRIL 1954
The police officers examine the items for identification. One shows the other the 
contents of a wallet. 
Together they exit, move toward a police vehicle and drive off. 
54. EXT/INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END APRIL 1954
A police car drives up to the house. Two officers get out slowly, double checking the 
address against the piece of paper. 
Margaret opens the door, freezes as she notes the officer's expression. 
No.... 
MARGARET 
The officers look awkwardly sympathetic. 
POLICEMAN 
Mrs. McGrath? 
MARGARET 
It's my husband, isn't it? They said he'd try it again. 
He he's done it this time, hasn't he... 
POLICEMAN 
Could we come inside? 
55. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/ROAD. END APRIL 1954
DISSOLVE TO: 
Margaret is waiting for Yvonne's car. Yvonne gets out, moves quickly from the 
vehicle. Both are tearful. 
Oh, Mags. 
YVONNE 
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They hug, Margaret clings, weeping. They head inside. 
56. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END APRIL 1954
Margaret and Yvonne sit in the living room. 
They sit with empty tea things in front of them, untouched, in silence. Yvonne 
absorbs the information. 
YVONNE 
God, I had no idea.... why didn't you tell me things got so bad... 
MARGARET 
I hate to be burdening you with it... you have your own...... 
after what happened.... I thought when Bill said everything 
would get better... 
YVONNE 
...I'd have come back sooner. 
Margaret looks stricken. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
None of this is your fault. 
MARGARET 
(whisper) 
.No...... It is my fault. It's all my fault.... 
There is silence between them. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
I should have been more... insistent... you know how I am... can't ever 
put my foot down... 
Yvonne takes the teapot, pours tea into cups. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
... because that's when we all started unravelling. Each 
of us in our own way. Like one of those kaleidoscopes 
that splits into hundreds of different patterns. That's how 
it was. Everyone slowly falling apart and I couldn't hold 
onto all the little pieces.... 
57. EXT SCHOOL. FEBRUARY 1954
FADE OUT. 
Frances and Matilda arrive puffed just as the children start to line up in their classes 
for assembly. Elizabeth continues walking toward the High School. 
Atten-shun! 
TEACHER 
A snapping of heels together as the children stand in rows. 
TEACHER (CONT'D) 
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Stand at ease. 
The children stand with their feet apart, hands clasped together behind their backs. 
Matilda's chest is heaving with the exertion. Frances is aware other children are 
looking at her. 
HEADMASTER 
Good morning children. 
CHILDREN 
(chanted chorus) 
Good morning Mister Matthews. 
58. INT. HIGH SCHOOL. CLASSROOM. FEBRUARY 1954
Elizabeth sits in the middle to the side of the class. One boy turns to throw something 
at someone at the back. Elizabeth notices then stares at a red mark on this neck. She 
remembers seeing similar red marks before. On her father's neck that her mother tried 
to cover up. Another boy sees her looking, nudges the boy with the mark and makes a 
miming gesture of someone hanging themselves. 
Suddenly all around her starts to spin and the noise of the teacher talking sounds as 
though it is coming from under water. She holds her hands over her ears to shut out 
the noise but it doesn't help. She panics jumping from her seat, but finds it difficult to 
stand up, swaying as she holds onto the desk. 
TEACHER 
What's wrong, Elizabeth? 
Elizabeth stares at the floor and the desks which seem to leap up into her face, the 
other kids all staring going blurry as everything spins around. The teacher is suddenly 
beside her, alarmed by Elizabeth's staring eyes. 
Elizabeth? 
TEACHER (CONT'D) 
59. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. FEBRUARY 1954
The doctor has completed an examination of Elizabeth. Margaret hovers, concerned. 
ELIZABETH 
I can't go back to school. 
The doctor turns to Margaret. 
DOCTOR 
Has anything happened lately? 
Margaret hesitates. The doctor is aware there is something he is not being told. Pause. 
He doesn't press it. 
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DOCTOR (CONT'D) 
Greensickness. Common in girls her age. Best 
treated with God's medicine. Eggs. Full of iron. 
The doctor packs up his bag.  Elizabeth watches as he takes her mother aside as she 
shows him to the door, overhears snatches of their conversation. 
DOCTOR (CONT'D) 
...time off... I'll give you a note for school. 
MARGARET 
..but she has the intermediate this year... 
DOCTOR 
... can't take chances ...polio.... system is run down.... 
...how long? 
MARGARET 
DOCTOR 
... she needs rest... mental exhaustion..... 
Elizabeth sees her mother and doctor move out of earshot as Margaret then watches 
the doctor move out to his car 
60. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE/PUB AT WHARVES FEBRUARY 1954
Intercut as necessary between Bill and Margaret on the phone 
Bill is on the public telephone in the bar, playing absently with a pile of coins in front 
of him feeding the phone. 
We're loading. 
BILL 
MARGARET 
I wouldn't call if it wasn't important. 
Margaret,  on  the  phone,  is  watching  Elizabeth  outside  in  the garden aimlessly 
pouring sand onto the grass from a bucket. 
Bill plays silently with his coins. 
You'll come? 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
Twisting the cord around her finger, Margaret waits uncertainly. 
61. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. FEBRUARY 1954
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Matilda has been blocking some ants with sand as they weave their way along the 
path. Bored, she moves to flop down next to her sister. 
Liz... 
MATILDA 
Elizabeth lying asleep over a newspaper, doesn't respond. Matilda takes the 
newspaper, tries to mouth the words of the headline: Tito warns any "enemies of the 
people" will be purged, then abandons it. 
Matilda gets up, takes a stick and starts knocking the heads off the flowers in the 
garden. She swings harder and harder at the plants. 
62. EXT. PALM BEACH HOUSE/CLIVE’S HOUSE, FEBRUARY 1954
Matilda is now beheading the flowers in the front yard menacingly. 
She looks up as Clive comes up his path to collect his mail. 
Clive looks across at her. 
CLIVE 
What are you doing? Eh? 
MATILDA 
(defiantly) 
Playing. 
CLIVE 
Would you like a chocolate biscuit? Eh? 
Yes. 
MATILDA 
Come on then. 
CLIVE 
Matilda drops the stick, looks around to make sure she isn't seen, and follows him as 
he shuffles in his slippers up the path leaning on his walking stick, his wiry hair 
sticking out of a woolly cap. 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
What's your name? Eh? 
He pushes open the screen door to his dilapidated house, with its corrugated iron 
leanto, one wall made of empty beer bottles. 
Matilda. 
MATILDA 
63. INT. CLIVE'S/HALLWAY/KITCHEN HOUSE. FEBRUARY 1954
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   127	  
The door snaps shut behind her. Matilda peers into the sudden gloom, dark as a cave. 
The eyes of two cats lounging on bench tops watch her. 
Here you are. 
CLIVE 
Apart from the cats, the kitchen is neat.  A folded tea towel next to the sink. A teapot 
beside an open newspaper on the kitchen table. Clive struggles to open the biscuit tin. 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
Go on, take one. Get on with it. 
The biscuits sit in layers underneath grease-proof paper. Matilda, takes one and puts 
in her mouth whole. 
(snaps) 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
Have another. And another. 
Matilda, now uneasy, takes another chewing furiously. 
(slyly) 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
Come in here. Here's something I bet you've never seen. Eh? 
He shuffles out of the room, leaning on his stick. Matilda, curious, follows, shoving 
the second biscuit in her mouth. 
64. INT CLIVE'S LIVING ROOM FEBRUARY 1954
Matilda follows Clive into the room past a sofa and armchairs with more sleeping 
cats. 
CLIVE 
What do you think of this, eh? 
Clive lunges over to the mantelpiece, seizes a huge curved silver sword hanging on a 
hook above the fireplace, moving to the middle of the room, slicing it through the air. 
She watches him fascinated til he lowers the sword. 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
Come here and have a proper look. 
Matilda hesitates, stands chewing. 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
Come on, come on, don't muck about! 
Matilda goes over and looks at the sword. 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
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Got it from a Jap. It's mine now, ha! 
MATILDA 
Were you in the war? 
Ha. 
CLIVE 
MATILDA 
My dad was in the war. 
CLIVE 
Ha. You can shave with this. 
Clive holds the blade of the sword right up to his cheek. 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
Had to watch 'em. The Japs. And now you got to 
watch them Reds. 
Matilda is not sure what he means. She swallows the last of her biscuits. 
He is standing close, looks at her, sharing a secret. 
CLIVE (CONT'D) 
Got other things too. From the war. 
Can I see? 
MATILDA 
He goes to a cupboard, pulls out a wooden box, inside which is an array of army 
paraphernalia, including a gun. Matilda is impressed. He is pleased. 
Does it work? 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
CLIVE 
Ha. Want another biscuit? 
MATILDA 
No thank you. 
CLIVE 
Well off you go then. 
65. EXT. PALM BEACH HOUSE. FEBRUARY 1954
Matilda runs back up her own path. 
66. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE FEBRUARY 1954
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Matilda runs around the side to the back yard. She jumps when Elizabeth, lying down, 
appearing asleep, speaks. 
ELIZABETH 
Where've you been? 
Nowhere. 
MATILDA 
ELIZABETH 
Mum's looking for you. 
Matilda flops beside her. 
MATILDA 
Are the Reds like Red Indians? 
ELIZABETH 
No. They're communists. 
Matilda absorbs the information. 
MATILDA 
The ones the prime minister said were under our beds? 
Matilda tears a leaf into strips. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
I looked and I didn't find any. So where are they 
really? They're bad aren't they? 
Elizabeth opens an eye. 
ELIZABETH 
Some people think they're bad. They're in Russia and 
China but they want to be in other places too..... 
Margaret appears in the doorway, looking distracted. 
MARGARET 
Mattie oh... there you are. Come inside 
Margaret goes back inside. Matilda lies down beside her sister defiantly. Margaret 
appears at the back door again, staring out distractedly. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
67. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. MAY 1954
Margaret stands at the back door, staring out. 
Yvonne is looking in the fridge. 
YVONNE 
I thought I'd make something for dinner. 
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Margaret looks at her blankly. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
That's what I do in a crisis. I cook. You all still need to eat. 
Margaret nods. 
The girls.... 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
MARGARET 
I haven't told them. 
Yvonne raises an eyebrow but keeps assembling ingredients. 
Yvonne chops vegetables, browns meat and onions in a saucepan. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
I...need time to work out what to say... 
Margaret stands watching Yvonne with silent tears falling. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
...but then I got everything else wrong.... Maybe I should just... 
YVONNE 
There's no rules for this. Follow your instincts. As 
a mother. You're the best judge of that. 
MARGARET 
...the ...other business... at Christmas... shook us all up 
so much... 
DISSOLVE TO: 
68. EXT. PALM BEACH HOUSE/NEXT DOOR MORNING 3RD APRIL 1954
Matilda plays in a cubbyhouse she has built in the thick undergrowth dividing their 
house from next door. Her teddy bears are lined up as combat troops and she shoots 
them with a stick. 
A car is heard approaching down the driveway next door. Mattie peers out, watching 
as two men wearing suits exit the car when it arrives. 
Another man comes out of the front door, all three are watchful. 
ASIO AGENT 
Everything ready here? 
ASIO AGENT2 
I'm parched. I'd kill for a cuppa. We’ve got time. 
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The two men take boxes from the car, the other disappears inside the house. Matilda 
watches from her hiding place, as one of the men's coat swings open as he reaches 
into the car, revealing a dark bulge(a gun in a holster). Matilda, straining, is not sure 
what she has just seen. 
Soft tuneless whistling can be heard over crunching footsteps. 
Matilda moves to see who is coming. 
69. EXT. PALM BEACH HOUSE. LATE AFTERNOON FEBRUARY 1954
Two familiar figures can be seen approaching. 
He's home! 
MATILDA 
Matilda races toward Bill, her mother, Frances and Elizabeth trailing behind. 
Bill steadies himself as Matilda flings herself in his arms. 
Dad! 
Margaret moves forward. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
MARGARET 
Give him a chance... 
Bill disentangles Matilda and embraces his wife. 
In his arms, Margaret searches his face. He looks tired and fragile. 
Hello dad. 
FRANCES 
She gives him a peck on the cheek. 
PAUL 
Hello Uncle Paul, good to see you too. 
And he tickles Frances who blushes. Matilda tries to ignore Paul, but he sweeps her 
up, placing her on his feet, dancing her around as he usually does. He senses she isn't 
in the mood and lifts her off, shakes his feet and legs, pretending pain. Matilda moves 
away without acknowledging him. 
Bill looks to Elizabeth who stands in the doorway. 
BILL 
How are you, love? 
Bill moves to put an arm around his eldest daughter. He holds her tight to him, 
Margaret sees the pain in his eyes. As they all move inside. Matilda glances up at the 
big house next door curiously as a blind is firmly closed at one of the windows. 
70. INT. DINING ROOM/KITCHEN. FEBRUARY 1954
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Paul, Frances and Matilda tuck into a roast.  Bill makes an effort to eat, Margaret and 
Elizabeth toy with their food. 
MATILDA 
(importantly) 
I saw some men come to the big house next door this morning. 
ELIZABETH 
I love that house, it's like a house for a movie star. 
Margaret passes more meat to Elizabeth. 
MARGARET 
(to Matilda) Really? (to Elizabeth) Eat up. 
MATILDA 
In a big black car and went inside. They took a lot of 
boxes and... 
She is full of anticipation at giving her big news. 
PAUL 
What no mum or grannie or little green budgie in a cage.... 
MATILDA 
... you're making fun.... 
Bill gets up from the table, moves to the back door, pushes open the fly-screen door. 
Cicadas start up their cry as he looks to the neighbouring house. 
BILL 
Nobody there now. Blinds are shut 
Matilda is cross no one is listening to her. 
Bill draws in his breath sharply, alerting them to a large goanna slowly climbing the 
concrete step coming out of the tangled bush, mouth open, tongue flicking 
menacingly. Paul moves to the door, Matilda beside him. 
Paul steps forward and makes a kicking motion with his foot. 
Cha Cha Cha! 
PAUL 
The goanna remains suspended neither moving forward or back. Matilda grabs Paul's 
sleeve. 
MATILDA 
(urgently) 
Don't! Don't scare him! I could keep him and take him 
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to school for the Pet Parade at Easter! 
 
MARGARET 
(warning) 
It'll bite you, Mattie. Stay back! 
 
Paul bares his teeth and growls loudly at the goanna. 
The  goanna  slowly  wheels  its  heavy  body  around  and  leaps  down  the  step 
disappearing into the garden. 
 
MATILDA 
(shouting) 
What did you do that for! 
 
Paul leans over to Matilda, squeezes her shoulder. She turns her back crossly. 
 
PAUL 
(teasing) 
Don't think he would have liked school much. 
 
Margaret, anxiously watchful, follows Bill inside. Matilda flops onto the step. Paul 
pauses. 
 
MATILDA 
You're a ......communist! 
Paul is amused which annoys Matilda more. She runs off. 
She finds a stick amongst the garden cuttings, breaks it down until it resembles a gun. 
She hides behind a branch and shoots Paul. Bang. He goes inside. She continues 
shooting him. Pow Pow Pow. 
 
71. INT ELIZABETH'S BEDROOM. FEBRUARY 1954 
Bill sits with Elizabeth. 
BILL 
Wish I could stay longer. 
 
An awkward beat 
 
ELIZABETH 
I don't want to go back to school. Can I leave? 
I'm nearly sixteen. 
 
Bill won't enter into an argument. 
 
BILL 
I'll be home before Easter. 
 
He kisses her on top of the head and exits. 
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72. INT MARGARET/BILL'S BEDROOM. FEBRUARY 1954 NIGHT
The atmosphere is strained. 
BILL 
She'll have more of a chance in life with an education. 
Margaret fiddles with the bedspread. 
MARGARET 
I know that. It's what I want too. But this isn't about school. 
Bill avoids looking at her. Beat. She sees his guilt eating him, tries to touch his hand 
but he avoids the touch. 
Bill... 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
Bill looks at his wife, desperate with guilt. 
BILL 
You're better with the kids than I am. 
MARGARET 
She just needs some reassurance .... 
BILL 
Do what the doctor says and she'll come good. 
MARGARET 
He says it's a nervous breakdown. She's still only a child. 
She waits. 
BILL 
What good would I be if I stayed? I'd just get in the way. 
They sit, both unable to speak about the unspoken. 
BILL (CONT'D) 
It's only six weeks, then I'll be home again. 
She doesn't push any further. 
Beat. 
BILL (CONT'D) 
I have to get back. I'm signed on. 
73. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. KITCHEN LATE FEBRUARY 1954
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Elizabeth sits with her head resting in her hands staring into space. 
 
ELIZABETH 
The house feels empty after dad goes. 
 
Matilda is lining up buttons from a jar on the floor in rows. 
 
MARGARET 
It was kind of your teacher to drop off those books for you. 
 
Elizabeth doesn't appear to have heard her mother having retrieved the newspapers 
from their hiding place. 
 
ELIZABETH 
Did you know all the words come together, make one 
big story. Listen. 
 
MARGARET 
I don't want to hear it. Read those books from your teacher. 
 
ELIZABETH 
(reading quickly over the top) 
"Police search for a 27 year old woman patient missing 
from the Westhaven private hospital, Evans Street, 
Waverley since 7pm yesterday. 
 
Elizabeth finds another article. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
And look at this one..."Tragic Life of Man-woman. 
Roberta Cowell, the story of the Spitfire pilot who is 
now a woman, strikes a deep chord of sympathy". ... 
see they could be the same person but they're not... 
 
Margaret cuts her off, taking the newspaper. 
 
MARGARET 
Stop that. Stop it. 
 
ELIZABETH 
But I have to read it all. I am going to be a journalist. 
 
MARGARET 
Then you have to go back to school. You father wants 
you to finish your intermediate and so (do I....) 
 
Matilda is watching her mother and sister closely. 
 
ELIZABETH 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   136	  
...I don't have to. I'm fifteen. I can leave if I want. 
MARGARET 
...you need to finish school... 
ELIZABETH 
...It's the law. I don't want to go back. You can't make me. 
She walks defiantly from the room. Margaret looks after her, uncertain how to deal 
with her. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
74. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. END APRIL 1954
Margaret moves around in agitation. 
MARGARET 
First it was Mattie... 
YVONNE 
Don't read too much into it... she's always been a handful.. 
MARGARET 
...then Elizabeth... she's never been any trouble before... 
YVONNE 
... of course they would be upset... but Liz.... 
Margaret is annoyed by Yvonne's attempts to reassure. 
MARGARET 
Are you saying I'm over reacting? How it affected me? 
The kids? 
YVONNE 
No. I'm not saying.... 
Margaret turns to Yvonne, confronts her with her hurt. 
MARGARET 
I thought you were the one person I could rely on. 
YVONNE 
Hey, I knew nothing about it! 
MARGARET 
That's because you didn't even tell me you'd come home. 
Margaret stands glaring at her friend accusingly. 
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Beat. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
Why was that? What was going on? Something you 
didn't want me to know about? 
YVONNE 
What are you saying? 
MARGARET 
You know what I'm saying. You know exactly what I’m saying. 
(v/o) 
Race you! 
MATILDA 
Footsteps running on gravel then Matilda bursts through the door, elbowing Frances 
aside as the two women fall silent. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
I won! What's to eat? 
Yvonne turns back to the cooking. Margaret hands some biscuits to Matilda who runs 
upstairs to her room followed by Frances. Beat. 
YVONNE 
Do you want me to go? 
Margaret sits down. 
MARGARET 
Of course I don't. I want this not to be happening. 
She cries silently. Yvonne comes to sit beside her. 
75. INT MATILDA/FRANCES BEDROOM END APRIL 1954
Matilda stands eating her biscuit looking at the white house next door. 
FADE TO: 
76. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/ROAD NIGHT 2ND APRIL 1954
Dusk. Peering out of her bedroom window, Matilda watches the arc of headlights 
sweep up the hill. Another large black car swings into the driveway of the big house 
next door. 
Squinting she can just make out two figures of men, one slightly pudgy, lit by a 
cigarette lighter as they light up getting out of the car. 
77. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. VERY EARLY MORNING. 3RD APRIL 1954
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Matilda bounds out of the house hopping like a kangaroo wearing her school uniform, 
bare footed, hair in a tangle, clutching an adult's tennis racquet. 
She throws a tennis ball high in the air, tries to hit it, misses. 
She tries again, connects with the ball and it sails over the fence into the big house. 
The fence where the two yards join is grown over with ivy and weeds.  Matilda stands 
on a slab of sandstone and peeps through the cracks of the grey splintering wood. 
She sees a stout man (Vladimir Petrov) with longish grey hair, a round face and 
wearing distinctive round shaped black glasses wearing pyjamas and a blue dressing 
gown in the middle of the yard laying out strips of bacon for a kookaburra. 
Vladimir stands back, his breath misty in the cool morning air and waits for the bird 
to swoop, which it does, snapping the bacon up. 
After the kookaburra flaps away laughing, Vladimir stamps his feet, raising his arms 
in the air and swinging them about. 
MATILDA 
Hello. 
Startled, Vladimir turns around toward her voice. 
Hello. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Vladimir comes hesitantly towards the voice. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Um. Did you see my tennis ball? 
Matilda now leans over the fence as far as she can, looks up and down the yard, spies 
the ball. 
There! 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
The ball has rolled under a huge flowering tree and lay among the fallen petals. 
Vladimir raises one finger in the air as if to say Ah, now I understand. He walks to 
the ball picks it up then moves over to the fence. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Can you throw it back? 
She motions how to throw. Vladimir smiles then throws the ball with a little lob and 
she catches it. 
Thank you. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Vladimir bows his head slightly. 
Good bye. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Matilda jumps down from the rock, peers through the fence but she can't see the man 
any more. She runs inside. 
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78. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE/KITCHEN 3RD APRIL 1954
Elizabeth reads the paper. Headlines blaze Alsatian Dog : Neighbours say they did not 
know the Petrovs but sometimes saw them walking the dog. Margaret takes the paper 
from her, folds it, puts it behind the toaster. 
Margaret stands at the sink gazing out the window as Matilda enters. 
MARGARET 
Who were you talking to? 
MATILDA 
Just the man next door. 
MARGARET 
You mustn't talk to strangers 
MATILDA 
He didn't say anything. Only I said things. 
Margaret serves up scrambled eggs for all the girls. Elizabeth and Matilda turn up 
their noses to each other. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
I'm not green. I like toast and jam. 
MARGARET 
You might get green when you're Elizabeth's age. 
Eat up. (calls) Frances? 
79. INT MATILDA/FRANCES'S BEDROOM. 3RD APRIL 1954
(v/o) 
MARGARET 
Hurry up, before it gets cold. 
Frances, peering out of the window to the driveway next door at two cars parked 
glistening in the sun. Hearing her mother, she backs toward the door. 
80. INT. KITCHEN/EXT LAWN. 3RD APRIL 1954
Francis carries her empty plate to the sink and wipes crumbs off her school uniform. 
Margaret finishes brushing Matilda's hair. Both girls now dressed and ready for 
school look accusingly at Elizabeth who is lying outside on her stomach on the grass 
with her head down. 
MATILDA 
When will Elizabeth go back to school? It's not fair. 
81. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/ROAD. 3RD APRIL 1954
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Frances and Matilda walk past the house next door, stare surreptitiously at the black 
cars glinting in the sun. Matilda kicks at the dust on the road. 
 
MATILDA 
Wish we had a car. They must be really rich. 
 
82. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE/PAUL'S HOTEL 3RD APRIL 1954 
Intercut as necessary: 
Margaret sits on the back step resting her head against the door jamb when the phone 
rings, she answers it quickly. 
 
 
Hello. 
MARGARET 
 
Paul lounges on his bed while making the call. 
 
PAUL 
Everything alright? 
 
MARGARET 
Did I do the right thing telling him about Elizabeth? I 
don't know any more. I just don't know. 
 
She winds her finger around the phone chord. 
 
83. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. MAY 1954 
Margaret hangs up the phone. 
YVONNE 
I could take the phone calls if you like. If it would make 
things easier. 
 
MARGARET 
Thanks. That would help. 
They are awkward. 
 
 
I'm sorry. 
Yvonne shakes her head. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
 
Let's leave it. 
YVONNE 
 
MARGARET 
It's none of my business ... what happened between you 
and... and Paul. 
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YVONNE 
What do you think happened? Did he say something did? 
The awkward atmosphere remains. Yvonne waits. Margaret shakes her head. 
MARGARET 
I was worried for you. You'd been through enough with 
John you didn't need another..... 
Yvonne looks her in disbelief. 
YVONNE 
What? Disappointment? No man could ever find me 
attractive? As attractive as you? 
Margaret is stung. 
Beat. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
Stop, please, just stop. Now isn't the time to go into this. 
MARGARET 
Is there something to go into? 
Yvonne is holding back. 
Beat. 
YVONNE 
Yes, actually there is. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
Tell be about Easter. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
84. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. WEDNESDAY BEFORE EASTER 1954
Early morning. Matilda is scrambling around under the sink where her mother keeps 
boxes and cartons. She selects an old shoebox from the cereal and biscuit packages 
and tiptoes out the door with it. 
85. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. WEDNESDAY BEFORE EASTER 1954
Matilda, on her knees, picks snails off the pile of moss covered bricks abandoned by 
the half finished barbecue. Matilda examines her bunch of large, fat, damp snails, 
traces her finger over the brown spiral of a shell. She scrapes some moss off the 
stones and puts that into the box as well. 
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MATILDA 
Here's your breakfast, snaily. 
She spots two tiny little snails, picks them up gently, admires them, then adds then to 
her collection. 
86. INT MATILDA/FRANCES'S BEDROOM. WED BEFORE EASTER 1954
Matilda, biting her tongue in concentration, is writing on the side of the shoebox with 
a pencil. Frances watches. 
MATILDA 
It's for Pet Parade. 
Matilda returns to her task she has written H O T and is concentrating on E which she 
has written back to front. 
A Snail Hotel. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Frances takes out a box from under her bed, extracts a felt flower pot hat, examines it, 
then puts it on her head, pulling the elastic under her chin. 
FRANCES 
I'm going in the hat parade. 
87. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. WEDNESDAY BEFORE EASTER.
Margaret kisses the girls at the front door, handing them brown paper bags containing 
their lunch. 
Clive opposite shuffles out to his letter box 
MARGARET 
(uncertainly) 
Good morning. 
CLIVE 
What's good about it? 
Matilda avoids looking at him as she and Frances quickly head off past the big house. 
88. EXT ROAD. PALM BEACH. WEDNESDAY BEFORE EASTER. 1954
Matilda skips along clutching her snail hotel, Frances resolutely walking, head down, 
perspiring in her felt hat. 
They stand back along the uncurbed road as they hear a car approach from behind. 
Both girls register the large black shiny car as the stranger's car from next door. 
The car brakes unexpectedly, and a man sticks his head out of the driver's window. 
ASIO AGENT 1 
Want a lift to school, girls? 
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He reaches behind and the back door swings wide open. Frances and Matilda 
exchange a look, knowing they shouldn't, but eyes shining with excitement, climb into 
the back seat. Frances turns her head sideways to get in. 
Like your hat. 
ASIO AGENT 1 (CONT'D) 
Frances is too embarrassed to reply. Matilda nestles down into the soft seat, runs her 
hand over the leather, surreptitiously checking out the shiny handles, ashtrays. 
ASIO AGENT 1 (CONT'D) 
What've you got in the box? 
Matilda can see his cool blue eyes in the rear vision mirror. Asio Agent 2 sitting next 
to the driver doesn't speak or turn around. He appears unhappy with the man driving. 
A snail hotel. 
MATILDA 
Is that so. 
He whistles in appreciation. 
ASIO AGENT 1 
MATILDA 
Have you come to live next door? 
Looks like it. 
ASIO AGENT 1 
Forever? 
MATILDA 
Asio agent 1 glances at Asio Agent 2 who glares back at him, his arms folded, before 
staring pointedly out of a window. 
Probably not. 
ASIO AGENT 1 
Asio agent 1 winks at Matilda. 
ASIO AGENT 1 
You going to the show? 
Yes. 
MATILDA 
Frances looks at her hard. Matilda glares back defiantly, hisses. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
We will go. Dad'll take us. He's coming home at Easter. 
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They are approaching the turn to the school. 
ASIO AGENT 1 
Drop you off here, girls. 
Matilda goes to get out but can't open the door. The car engine purrs as the driver 
opens the door. Matilda tumbles out clutching the box. 
Bye 
MATILDA 
Frances too scrambles out, righting her squashed hat. 
Thank you. 
FRANCES 
The car drives off leaving a cloud of dust. The two girls face each other, faces 
glowing with guilty pleasure. 
FRANCES (CONT'D) 
We shouldn't have done that. Don't tell anyone. 
I won't. 
MATILDA 
89. INT. PRIMARY SCHOOL. WEDNESDAY BEFORE EASTER.
Children are resplendent in their hats with streamers and feathers abounding, a 
cacophony of sounds: the barking of dogs, hissing cats, birds screeching and a goat on 
a rope bleats its protest - as buzz of anticipation from the children. A buzz of 
excitement among the children. 
HEADMASTER 
The prize is for the most unusual. Not the prettiest, or 
most obedient. The most unusual. 
Matilda turns to Frederick standing beside her. 
MATILDA 
If you vote for my snail hotel, I'll give you an easter egg 
The boy beside Frederick looks at her, eyebrows raised, she nods, yes him too. 
Later. 
Children stand to attention in wild anticipation. 
HEADMASTER 
Matilda. Where are you Matilda? 
Matilda beams as she accepts the much coveted all day sucker. 
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Next to her, Gillian eyea the prize enviously. 
GILLIAN 
They let you win 'cos they feel sorry for you. ' 
Cos of your father. 
Triumphant at ruining Matilda's moment, Gillian skips away. 
Matilda shoves the lollipop deep inside her school case. 
90. INT FRANCES/MATILDA'S ROOM. WEDNESDAY BEFORE EASTER.
Matilda takes the lollipop from her school case and hides it under the bed, then lies 
down, not wanting to remember. But she does. Frances enters the room. 
MATILDA 
It won't go away. What happened with dad. 
It's never going away. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
91. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. THURSDAY BEFORE EASTER
Margaret, up early, sits sipping a cup of tea, watching with concern as Elizabeth 
obsessively consumes the news: reading the paper while listening to the radio. 
RADIO ANNOUNCER 
(v/o in the background) 
Prime Minister Menzies promises a full judicial inquiry 
into the defection of Soviet Spy Vladimir Petrov, third 
secretary of the Russian Embassy who has forsaken 
allegiance to his home land to seek asylum in Australia. 
Matilda moves through with her snail hotel, exits the back door. 
ELIZABETH 
(referring to the paper) 
They say he's been "salted away". 
Elizabeth  pours  over  the  headlines  RUSSIAN  SPY  RING  IN  AUSTRALIA  : 
SOVIET DIPLOMAT IN CANBERRA REVEALS DETAILS 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
Mr. Petrov. The spy. It says he's "quick to smile". 
MARGARET 
Have you done any homework? 
ELIZABETH 
But his wife doesn't want to stay here. 
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Margaret starts to make breakfast to keep busy. 
MARGARET 
You don't want to fall too far behind. 
ELIZABETH 
"...she elected to remain with the Russian Embassy. 
It was learned tonight that she will return to Russia soon". 
92. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. THURSDAY BEFORE EASTER
Matilda has pushed the snail hotel in near the bushes on its side and she helps the 
snails escape. She hears voices murmuring and soft male laughter on the other side of 
the fence, and somersaults down to the end of the garden near the tumbled down part 
of the fence. 
Matilda raises herself on her elbows and peers through to the back yard of the big 
house. 
She sees the two men from the car, Asio Agents 1 and 2 sitting under the lemon tree, 
smoking. She climbs on top of the crumbling sandstone and leans over the fence. 
Hello. 
The men look up, surprised. 
MATILDA 
It's me. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
ASIO AGENT 1 
Hello. It's the snail girl. 
Matilda hangs her arms over the palings. 
ASIO AGENT 1 (CONT'D) 
Do you want to see a trick? 
MATILDA 
Yes. 
He breathes in heavily from his cigarette, purses his lips, and blows a whole stream of 
luminous  white  smoke  rings  which  disappear  one  after  the  other  into  the  sky. 
Matilda claps, impressed. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
How do you do that? 
AGENT 1 winks at AGENT 2 who frowns. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Is the other man coming out? 
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Neither of the men spoke but Matilda feels somehow she must be in trouble. 
 
ASIO AGENT2 
(carefully) 
What other man? 
 
 
(v/o) 
Matilda! 
MARGARET 
 
Matilda turns to see her mother tapping on the kitchen window. 
 
ASIO AGENT 
You'd better go. Don't keep mum waiting. 
 
93. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. 
 
MARGARET 
Stop making yourself a nuisance. 
 
 
I'm not. 
MATILDA 
 
MARGARET 
It's rude to sticky beak. 
 
Matilda stamps off to her room. 
 
94. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. THURSDAY BEFORE EASTER 
Margaret  distractedly  puts  together  an  after  school  snack  as  Matilda  dumps  her 
suitcase. The radio plays softly in the background. Elizabeth listens listlessly. 
MARGARET 
Put that in your room. 
 
MATILDA 
We're on holidays. It's Easter. 
 
MARGARET 
It still goes in your room. 
 
Matilda picks up the bag resignedly, grabs a handful of biscuits and runs off. 
Frances gives her mother a hug. Margaret pushes the plate of iced vo vos toward 
Frances. 
 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
I'll get you some milk. 
Elizabeth changes the station to news 
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(v/0) 
RADIO ANNOUNCER 
...Mrs Petrov, her eyes red from crying, said today that 
she did not believe her husband, the former Third Secretary 
at the Soviet Embassy in Canberra, had sought Australian asylum. "I 
think he is kidnapped" she said. 
Frances accepts the glass of milk from her mother and notices her mother has red eyes 
as though she has been crying also. Margaret switches off the radio. 
They  hear  footsteps  approaching  up  the  driveway.  Margaret  looks  up,  her  face 
lightens. Matilda comes running back in. 
Dad? 
ELIZABETH 
Margaret hurries to fling the door open, but it is Paul. 
Oh. 
MARGARET 
Paul sees the disappointment in their faces. 
ELIZABETH 
Don't you have to play the piano today? 
PAUL 
Don't I deserve a day off? 
MATILDA 
Well are you going to take us to the show then? 
PAUL 
Ah, the Show, the Show. 
95. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE END APRIL 1954 EVENING
Yvonne  and  Margaret  clear  away  after  dinner.  Elizabeth  has  picked  up  on  the 
atmosphere. 
ELIZABETH 
You don't usually stay up here with us. 
YVONNE 
Felt like some sea air. 
ELIZABETH 
Is something wrong? 
MARGARET 
(quickly) 
Can you run the bath for Mattie? 
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I’m not dirty. 
MATILDA 
Come on. 
ELIZABETH 
The girls all troop upstairs. Yvonne and Margaret move to sit on the back door step. 
YVONNE 
Nothing happened. With Paul. Nothing. 
Margaret looks doubtful. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
I was interested. And ...I did come home to see if there 
was any chance... but he.... 
She shrugs. Beat. 
MARGARET 
I thought you said it did. 
YVONNE 
No. You asked if there was anything to ... go into. And I 
said now isn't the time. 
Margaret reflects. 
MARGARET 
I don't understand.... 
YVONNE 
You always were the one who got all the men. 
MARGARET 
That's not true. 
YVONNE 
It is. Maybe I wanted to compete. (PAUSE) 
Would you care if he ...we... had... got together.... 
MARGARET 
I didn't want you to be hurt... after John... I didn't 
mean he couldn't find you attractive.... 
Yvonne looks into the distance. 
YVONNE 
I'm not that naive to know it wasn't me he wanted to be with. 
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Beat. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
And I'm guessing it all came to a head over Easter. 
Margaret looks tormented. 
96. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. GOOD FRIDAY (16 APRIL) 1954
FADE TO 
Matilda watches her mother grill hot cross buns. Solemn music suddenly erupts into 
the kitchen. Paul enters. 
He takes a hot cross bun dripping with butter across to kick open the fly screen door. 
PAUL 
Coming from next door. 
Matilda looks over at Paul challengingly. 
MATILDA 
Are you going to take us to the show today? 
MARGARET 
You don't go to the show on Good Friday. 
MATILDA 
Why? Other people do. 
PAUL 
Because God doesn't like it. 
He moves through to the piano in the living room. Margaret turns on the radio. 
MATILDA 
Uncle Paul's never cared about God before. 
Margaret doesn't respond, distracted. 
(v/0) 
RADIO ANNOUNCER 
..the barricades erected at the Show to protect pheasants 
have proved useless exhibitors claimed yesterday. Birds have 
been tormented by having sticks poked at them and by women 
pulling out their feathers. 
PAUL 
(v/o singing) 
That certain night, the night we met 
There was magic abroad in the air 
97. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE LIVING ROOM GOOD FRIDAY 1954
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Paul seated at the piano, plays softly.  Matilda watches her mother who is listening. 
Matilda isn't sure if she is listening to the radio or Paul 
(v/o) 
RADIO ANNOUNCER 
A prize bird suffered a cerebral hemorrhage yesterday 
and is expected to die within days. 
Elizabeth lies on the floor with the newspaper as Matilda enters the living room, 
moving over to sit on the piano stool beside Paul. Paul continues playing. 
MATILDA 
Are you going to church then? 
Are you? 
PAUL 
She doesn't answer. Paul is watching Margaret through the doorway as she tidies up 
the kitchen. 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
(singing) 
There were angels dining at the Ritz 
And a Nightingale sang in Berkeley Square 
ELIZABETH 
(calling to Margaret) 
There's more in here about Mrs Petrov, mum, listen 
(reading) Declaring that the suggestion that Mr Petrov had 
been kidnapped was ludicrous, Mr. Menzies said he knew 
what the Communist propaganda line would be. 
Margaret reaches across and switches off the radio and catches Paul's eyes on her as 
she enters the living room with her sewing basket 
PAUL 
(singing) 
I may be right, I may be wrong, 
But I'm perfectly willing to swear 
Paul is aware Matilda is watching and winks at her, making light of the moment. 
Matilda frowns, wipes her nose with the back of her hand. 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
(singing) 
That when you turned and smiled at me 
A nightingale sang in Berkeley Square 
Matilda is aware his eyes are drinking in her mother. 
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MATILDA 
So when will we go to the show then? Tomorrow? 
 
Her foot bangs him on the leg and he mocks jumping away. 
 
PAUL 
Ooh. Ice blocks. 
 
He grabs her feet and rubs them. Matilda sniffs. 
 
MATILDA 
Dad likes the show. 
 
And she pulls her feet away and rolls off the seat. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
He'll take us. When's he coming? He said he'd be here 
for Easter. 
MARGARET 
Soon. Soon. Get a hankie, Mattie, and wipe your nose. 
 
Matilda lies on the floor beside Elizabeth on her back, staring at the ceiling as Paul 
resumes playing again, singing softly 
 
PAUL 
(singing) 
The streets of town were paved with gold 
It was such a romantic affair 
And when you turned and smiled at me 
A nightingale sang in Berkeley Square 
 
He stops playing. There is a tension in the room she doesn't understand. 
 
MATILDA 
Where is Berkeley Square anyhow? 
 
PAUL 
Nowhere. It doesn't exist. 
 
Matilda sits up to see him looking at the wedding photo of her mum and dad sitting on 
top of the piano 
 
ELIZABETH 
It does. It's in London. 
 
MATILDA 
How do you know? 
 
PAUL 
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It's nowhere. 
Paul stands, wanders restlessly, stopping next to Margaret on the sofa who is darning 
a sock, her hair tumbling down over her cheek. 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
Perfect hair. Your mother has perfect hair. 
He lifts up a lock which lets the sunlight filter through, turning it golden. 
Matilda jumps up and runs outside, letting the back door bang behind her. 
98. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. GOOD FRIDAY 1954
Matilda marches up and down with big exaggerated steps in time to the music coming 
from next door. Then the music stops. She flops onto the ground. Then she hears a 
cough. She moves to her cubby, peers through the crack and sees Vladimir sitting 
down at a table. She watches him slowly place the pieces for chess onto a chessboard. 
He looks at them for a moment, then paces for a bit, agitated, before moving back 
inside. 
The Asio agents mutter something, but Matilda cannot hear. The men then sit down 
to play chess. 
99. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. EASTER SATURDAY
DISSOLVE TO: 
Margaret hangs up the phone. Paul raises an eyebrow.   Margaret shakes her head, 
dispirited. They confer conspiratorially. 
MARGARET 
I can't think who else to call. I don't know where he can be. 
PAUL 
If anything was wrong you'd hear soon enough. 
MARGARET 
But he signed off, Paul. He signed off from the Macumba 
days ago. Where is he? 
She nods 
PAUL 
Have you spoken to the company? 
MARGARET 
Nothing more they could tell me. I tried the union. Then 
I tried the Shipping Master. 
PAUL 
He could've signed on another ship for a short trip. 
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Despite his reassurances, they are both thinking the unthinkable. She lowers her 
voice. 
 
MARGARET 
He's missing, Paul. 
 
She glances to Matilda who sits glumly, still wearing her pyjamas, a game abandoned 
beside her. 
Elizabeth appears to be asleep, lying on the newspaper. 
 
PAUL 
Come on, Let's take your mum to the pictures. 
 
MATILDA 
Can we see your hotel? 
MARGARET 
I don't know, Paul. What if he comes home and 
nobody's here? 
 
PAUL 
How long is it since you got out of the house? 
 
Margaret shakes her head. 
 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
We could check some of the pubs down by the docks to 
see if anyone has seen him. 
 
He now has her interest. 
 
MARGARET 
What films are on, Elizabeth? 
 
Elizabeth sits up, unfolds the newspaper at the entertainment page. 
 
ELIZABETH 
Roman Holiday's got Gregory Peck and Audrey Hepburn. 
She won an Academy Award. 
 
Margaret makes up her mind. 
 
MARGARET 
Go and get dressed. And get Frances too. 
 
100. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/ROAD. EASTER SATURDAY 
 
Frances and Matilda, excited, tumble from the house, wearing identical yellow 
dresses. Elizabeth too has dressed up, Paul has donned a jacket and all wait for 
Margaret who appears looking delicate in a pink striped dress. 
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Matilda frowns at Paul, with his hands in his pockets, smiling at her mother. 
Let's go. 
MATILDA 
101. EXT ROAD/BUS STOP. EASTER SATURDAY 
They wait in the shade of a jacaranda tree until the double decker bus arrives and they 
all pile on and troop up the little winding staircase. 
102. INT/EXT BUS. EASTER SATURDAY 
Margaret watches the conductor swing along the aisle balancing against the seat, his 
ticket dispenser banging against the metal, his open money bag sways as the bus goes 
round the corner. 
Paul takes out a roll of notes and pays the fare for them all. 
Matilda watches as Paul, laughing, shares a joke with the conductor, seemingly 
carefree. 
Elizabeth leans against the window looking out at the sea on one side, Frances the 
bush on the other. 
Later. Matilda wakes suddenly as someone snaps the cord against the bus roof and the 
bell sounds. Footsteps clatter down the metal stairs. The bus slows to a halt to let the 
passenger off at the bus stop and take another passenger on board. 
103. EXT MARKET STREET/STATE CINEMA. EASTER SATURDAY 
Paul strides through the street, the others follow. Paul stops outside the golden 
entrance to the State Cinema. The billboard announces Roman Holiday is showing at 
three sessions. 
Here we are. 
PAUL 
FRANCES 
Is it really? Here? 
They all peer into the glittering foyer. Paul is amused. 
MARGARET 
They've never been to the State before. 
All three girls stand overwhelmed by the opulence. 
PAUL 
Don't stand there like little ducklings. Go on in. 
MATILDA 
Are we allowed? 
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Paul smiling, moves over to the ticket queue as Margaret moves them in to stand to 
one side next to a marble statue, peeping through the gilt gates at a sweeping staircase 
above which sits a magnificent chandelier while Margaret takes a tiny mirror and a 
lipstick from her bag which she rubs over her lips. 
Paul returns with the tickets, handing one to Elizabeth, Frances and Matilda in turn. 
 
PAUL 
All in a row. Right at the front. That's all that was left. 
ELIZABETH 
But what about you? Where will you and mum sit? 
 
PAUL 
No room for us. 
 
Elizabeth watches as her mother bites her lip. 
 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
We'll come along afterwards. You'll be right, just go in 
and sit down. 
 
He reaches into his pocket and presses some coins into Elizabeth's hand. 
 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
Buy yourselves an icecream. And don't cry too much. 
It's only a paper moon. 
 
He winks at Elizabeth and whisks their mother out of the cool golden palace into the 
street. 
 
104. INT. STATE THEATRE. 
 
The national anthem is just finishing as they enter. Matilda follows the usherette in 
the red uniform right down to the front row. They bump past people's knees to find 
their seats. 
The newsreel comes on and Matilda imitates the laughing kookaburra. Elizabeth buys 
them each an icecream from the boys selling them in the aisle, then hands them out. 
Matilda slurps at her vanilla brick as the newsreel of the Petrov defection fills the 
screen. 
 
 
(v/o) 
NEWSREEL 
Will she stay or will she go? The question everyone in 
Australia is asking. 
 
Matilda reacts to Vladimir Petrov's face. 
 
MATILDA 
(unintelligible, choking on icecream) 
Oooh! That's him! 
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She points to the screen. 
Sssh! 
ELIZABETH 
The newsreel (stock footage) continues with the details of the Petrov defection, and 
Mrs Petrov's dilemma. 
Matilda, flustered, drops her icecream in her lap and when she retrieves it, the man is 
gone from the screen. 
The cartoons start and Matilda becomes engrossed. 
105. INT CITY HOTEL BAR EASTER SATURDAY 1954 
Margaret looks out of place in a rough and tumble sailors bar near the docks. 
MARGARET 
Ask around. Please Paul. Someone must know something. 
She sips a gin and tonic watching while Paul moves to a group of seamen.   They 
glance over to Margaret, a couple smile then turn back to Paul. 
Paul returns. 
PAUL 
None of them were on the Macumba. 
MARGARET 
Do they know Bill? 
PAUL 
One of them. Hasn't seen him. 
Margaret looks annoyed. 
MARGARET 
What was he laughing at. 
Who? 
PAUL 
Margaret points to one of the men. 
MARGARET 
There's nothing funny about it. 
PAUL 
It's not exactly new for a bloke to take a "vacation" 
from his missus. 
Margaret looks despairing. 
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MARGARET 
Has Bill said anything to you about wanting a "vacation"? 
PAUL 
(intensely) 
Why would he leave you? Why would anybody ever leave you? 
 
Margaret looks away. 
 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
Let's get out of here and take a break. 
 
106. INT STATE THEATRE (CONTINUED) 
 
(Intercut as necessary with Margaret and Paul) 
Later. 
The audience claps and cheers as Roman Holiday starts. 
 
MATILDA 
(crossly) 
This is more news. When does the film start? 
 
ELIZABETH 
(whispering) 
This is the film, silly. It's just pretend news. 
 
On the screen, a lady in a long white gown with a crown is standing in the middle of a 
ballroom 
 
MATILDA 
It's Queen Elizabeth. 
 
 
 
Later. 
ELIZABETH 
No it's not it's part of the story. Ssh. 
 
Matilda mimes the actors as the princess and a man are standing in a cave with a face 
in the rock with an open mouth. 
 
SCREEN CHARACTER 
If you put your hand in the mouth, and you are a liar, it 
will eat your hand up. 
 
The princess puts her hand out, closer, closer, then pulls it back. 
 
SCREEN PRINCESS 
I don't want to. 
 
A boy sitting behind them yells 
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Go on! 
BOY 
 
SCREEN PRINCESS 
I can't. I'm afraid. 
The man on screen puts his hand up to the stone mouth. 
SCREEN CHARACTER 
If I am a liar, it will eat me. 
He puts his hand in, then suddenly falls forward as though he were being pulled into 
the dark cave. The princess screams and so does Matilda. 
Sssh! 
ELIZABETH & FRANCES 
107. INT CITY BAR EASTER SATURDAY 
Paul leads Margaret into an elegant city bar. He whistles softly at the chandelier. 
PAUL 
This is more like it. Would you like a Pimms? 
MARGARET 
I don't know. I've never had one. 
Later. 
PAUL 
Then this is your lucky day. 
Two empty long glasses sit on the bar beside them. In the dim light, Margaret, a little 
tipsy, nibbles the cherry on the cocktail stick, smiles at him. 
That's better. 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
What? 
MARGARET 
He takes her face in his hands. 
PAUL 
That. Haven't seen one of those from you in a long while. 
Still smiling she lowers her eyes. Pause. Then the smile fades. 
MARGARET 
We didn't try all the pubs down by the wharves. 
108. EXT PUBS/ROCKS AREA EASTER SATURDAY 
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Paul enters a pub with Margaret. Later. They exit without talking to head toward the 
next pub. They enter. They exit. 
109. EXT PUB ROCKS AREA EASTER SATURDAY 
Clouds have gathered. A wind has whipped up. 
Margaret feels despondent as they sit on a rock wall, eating a hot dog. Paul has given 
up trying to cheer her up. 
A clap of thunder, they look up as big fat raindrops start to fall. 
They run for the shelter of an awning but a truck goes past bumping the awning 
sending a torrent of water down. Paul pushes Margaret aside but not in time. They 
both get soaked. 
110. INT PAUL'S PUB EASTER SATURDAY 
Paul  and  Margaret  enter,  brushing  off  rain.  Though  dingy,  the  place  exudes  a 
bohemian atmosphere through an eclectic lunch time crowd. 
A barman looks up, sees it is Paul, laughs when he sees the state he's in. Paul leads 
Margaret toward a back staircase. 
On the way past, she looks curiously to the small area where the stand-in pianist is 
playing softly. The attractive young woman meets Margaret's eyes with equal 
curiosity. 
111. INT PAUL'S HOTEL ROOM EASTER SATURDAY 
Margaret dries her hair with a towel then wipes down her wet clothes. 
Behind her, Paul strips off his shirt, puts on a new one, leaving it  unbuttoned, 
towelling his hair. To avoid looking at him, she looks round the room. 
MARGARET 
It has a certain..... 
PAUL 
Charm? Grandeur? 
She smiles at the irony. Beat. 
We should go. 
MARGARET 
But neither of them move. Another beat. 
PAUL 
You want anything? 
She shakes her head. He keeps his eyes on hers as he moves closer. Standing inches 
apart, heat passes between them, the invisible thread of passion drawing them 
together. 
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112. INT/EXT STATE THEATRE EASTER SATURDAY 
 
People were squashing out the big doors as Elizabeth and Matilda become separated 
from Frances. Then they spot her near the gold cage doors. 
They are getting pushed around by the crowd. 
 
ELIZABETH 
Let's wait over there. 
 
She takes each of them by the hand and crosses over the road, dodging the puddles of 
water from the rain shower. 
The three girls look around. 
 
MATILDA 
Where's mum? 
 
113. INT PAUL'S HOTEL ROOM EASTER SATURDAY 
 
Margaret is putting on lipstick, combing her hair. Paul watches her, a tension between 
them, deep, unfathomable. 
The piano starts again, drifting up from downstairs which breaks the mood. 
Margaret watches as Paul goes to a cupboard, takes a bottle of whisky pours a glass 
and salutes her with it. 
 
PAUL 
.......... Want one? 
 
Unseen by him, tears spring to her eyes as he swallows his drink in one mouthful. 
 
MARGARET 
The girls are waiting. 
 
He holds the door open for her. He does not see the tears running down her cheeks as 
she brushes past him. 
 
114. EXT MYERS DEPARTMENT STORE EASTER SATURDAY 
As the three girls sit on the window ledge. 
MATILDA 
Did you like it? 
 
 
I loved it. 
ELIZABETH 
 
She closes her eyes dreamily, thinking about it. 
 
 
It was alright. 
FRANCES 
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MATILDA 
I thought it was stupid. 
 
A couple notices them, walks past, then backtracks 
 
FEMALE SHOPPER 
Are you girls waiting for someone? 
 
ELIZABETH 
We aren't allowed to talk to strangers. 
 
And they all look away leaving the shopper bemused. She moves on. 
Later. 
They watch the next session start over the road as the crowd disappears inside the 
cinema. 
Matilda doodles on the window drawing with her finger 
 
MATILDA 
Where's mummy? I'm thirsty. 
They hear the clock at the town hall chiming. 
 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
The Easter bunny comes tomorrow. 
 
ELIZABETH 
Only if you're good. 
 
MATILDA 
I am good. I'm very good. 
 
The couple return, stop. 
 
MAN 
Where are your parents? 
 
The girls look away. The couple move over the road, watching. 
Later. 
Paul and their mother approach, Paul is flushed, a little unsteady. Margaret looks as 
though she has been crying. 
MATILDA 
You smell awful. Like a man. 
 
PAUL 
And you're a grub. Have you been making mud pies? 
 
The man comes over to Paul and Margaret. 
 
MAN 
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These kids belong to you? They've been sitting here 
over an hour. 
 
 
Piss off. 
PAUL 
 
MAN 
You should be ashamed. 
 
PAUL 
I am ashamed. I was born ashamed. 
 
MARGARET 
Let's go. Let's go home. 
 
MATILDA 
But you said we'd see your hotel. And we've been waiting 
hours. I'm thirsty. 
 
Paul looks at Margaret who looks aghast, shakes her head. 
 
 
Me too. 
FRANCES 
 
MATILDA 
You promised. 
 
Paul looks again at Margaret who looks resigned. 
 
 
A drink it is. 
PAUL 
 
He leads off, the others following. 
 
115. EXT STREET/PAUL'S PUB EASTER SATURDAY 
 
Outside a hotel near the Quay, Paul herds them up the stairs a hand at the small of 
Margaret's back. 
PAUL 
Mind your manners, chickens. 
They all troop inside. 
 
116. INT CITY HOTEL EASTER SATURDAY 
 
Matilda is clearly unimpressed. To a child's eyes, she misses any Bohemian charm, 
only seeing the threadbare carpet and tired wallpaper. A man sits smoking and 
reading a newspaper in the dark wood panelled room, looks up at Paul as they move 
inside. Margaret cringes as the barman recognises her and nods a greeting. 
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Is this it? 
MATILDA 
 
 
This is it. 
PAUL 
 
She looks around at the walls with their old paintings, the little tables with chairs and 
at the piano covered with a blue cloth in one corner. The lunchtime crowd has 
dispersed. Margaret sinks into a chair trying to look inconspicuous. 
 
MATILDA 
Can we see your room? Where do you sleep? 
 
Margaret looks at a drinks menu. 
 
PAUL 
Against the rules I'm afraid, pal. No visitors. 
 
He goes to the bar and they sit down gingerly on the little chairs. Paul returns with a 
big jug of lemonade and five glasses. Paul fills the glasses and they drink in silence. 
He lights up a cigarette. 
 
MATILDA 
Can you do smoke rings? 
 
PAUL 
Could if I wanted to. 
 
Matilda looks around, totally disenchanted. She looks at her mother who seems very 
uncomfortable. 
 
MATILDA 
My snail hotel was better than this. 
PAUL 
Told you you wouldn't like it. It's not for little girls. 
MARGARET 
You've had your drink. Let's go. 
 
She is first out the door, passing the pianist who has reappeared. She looks  at 
Margaret with open curiosity. 
 
117. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. EASTER SATURDAY EVENING 1954 
Paul carries Matilda, her sleepy head on his shoulder. Elizabeth yawns. 
MARGARET 
That was the worst traffic tangle I've ever seen. 
 
PAUL 
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And was it worth it? 
He is looking directly at Margaret who looks away. 
ELIZABETH 
I think it was worth it. I loved the film. 
118. INT FRANCES/MATILDA'S ROOM. EASTER SUNDAY 
Matilda opens her eyes, then remembers.  She finds a chocolate egg at the end of her 
bed. 
MATILDA 
The Easter Bunny has been! 
She takes a big bite out of the end of her egg. 
119. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. KITCHEN EASTER SUNDAY 
Matilda bounds in, licking the chocolate from her lips. Paul is making tea. 
PAUL 
So did the Easter Bunny come? 
MATILDA 
Yes. I got an egg. 
PAUL 
What d'you know. And I got nuffin'. 
Matilda watches as he strains the tea into two of her mother's best teacups. He puts 
them onto a tray and leaves the room. 
MATILDA 
Who's that for? 
PAUL 
Your mother. 
MATILDA 
And who else? 
PAUL 
The Easter Bunny. 
She watches him walk down the corridor to her mother's bedroom with the tray, 
unhappy that he is drinking tea, alone, in with her mother in her bedroom. 
120. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. EASTER SUNDAY 
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Matilda drinks water from the hose in the front garden. She looks up and sees Clive 
looking at her from across the road so she looks away but hears his slow shuffle 
coming towards her. 
 
CLIVE 
Where'd you all go yesterdee? 
 
MATILDA 
To town. To the pictures. 
 
She turns off the tap. 
 
They both turn at the sound of a sleek black car skidding into the driveway of the 
large house, brakes squeaking noisily. Two men wearing suits and hats get out and go 
inside quickly. 
 
CLIVE 
You know 'em do ya? I've seen ya. I've seen ya watchin' 'em. 
 
Matilda is annoyed that he has been watching her. 
 
MATILDA 
I'm just being a spy. They're spies so I'm spying back. 
 
CLIVE 
Spies? What d'ya mean spies? Shouldn't say things like 
that. Ya don't know what you're talkin' 'bout. 
 
Matilda takes a step back, glaring at him crossly. 
 
MATILDA 
Do so. I saw the man on the newsreel and they said he 
was a spy. 
And she shakes the water off her hands decisively and runs around the side of the 
house. She looks back to see Clive staring up at the big house. 
121. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. MONTAGE. EASTER SUNDAY 
Soft rain starts to fall on the thirsty dry grass. 
The breakfast tray sits beside her bed, untouched. Margaret is hunched in the bed in a 
ball. 
Elizabeth moves around the house restlessly. 
Matilda has her nose pressed up against the window pane watching the rain on the 
leaves. 
Frances lies on the floor reading a book, eating the last of her easter egg sliver by 
sliver. 
 
ELIZABETH 
I'm going for a walk. 
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And she disappears out into the rain.  
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
122. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. EASTER MONDAY 
 
Margaret sits by the phone dialling number after number with no response. 
Matilda sits cutting patterns out of paper. 
 
MATILDA 
Can we go to the show today? 
 
 
No. 
MARGARET 
 
 
Why not? 
MATILDA 
 
MARGARET 
Because Elizabeth is sick in bed. 
 
MATILDA 
It's only a cold. We could leave her behind. 
 
She tosses up the little pieces of paper she has cut out and they float down like 
snowflakes. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
Will daddy come home soon? 
 
MARGARET 
(snaps) I don't know. Don't ask again. I don't know. 
Paul beckons Matilda from the piano. 
 
PAUL 
Come here. I want to show you something. 
 
Still feeling rebuffed, Matilda moved to where Paul had opened up the lid of the 
piano. She climbs onto the stool and peers inside, avoiding standing too close to him. 
 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
It's like seeing inside a person. Like cutting them 
open and seeing what's inside. 
 
He presses a key and she watches the hammer move forward and go ping. 
Matilda slips, almost falling from the stool. Paul goes to catch her but she recoils from 
his touch, jumps down and runs from the room. 
 
123. INT LAUNDRY EASTER MONDAY 
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Matilda watches anxiously as Margaret, agitated, is putting the washing through the 
mangle attached to the washing machine. The rollers turn round and round as the 
water is pushed from the clothes. 
124. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. EASTER MONDAY 
Matilda helping her mother hang the washing on the line, looks up to see Paul at the 
kitchen window watching Margaret and looks away quickly, brows furrowed. 
MARGARET 
There. That's done then. 
And she looks around her uncertainly. 
MATILDA 
What're we going to do now? 
125. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. EASTER MONDAY 
Margaret is peeling potatoes at the sink. Matilda is hanging by her mother's side. 
Tears start to run silently down Margaret's cheeks. She wipes them away with the 
back of her hand. 
MARGARET 
Where is he? Where can he be? 
Paul has moved over to her other side. 
PAUL 
Don't get in a state. 
He puts an arm around her waist. 
Matilda puts her finger in the water where the potatoes are bobbing around, viciously 
stabbing at one then runs from the room. 
126. INT LIVING ROOM. EASTER MONDAY 
Frances is doing a jigsaw puzzle on a big board on the living room floor.  She looks 
up as Matilda runs in and flops on the floor beside her. 
MATILDA 
I hate Uncle Paul. I hate him. 
Frances goes back to her jigsaw. Matilda remembers her prize. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
I'm going to cheer mum up. 
Frances shrugs. Matilda, herself cheered up, runs from the room. 
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127. INT FRANCES/MATILDA'S BEDROOM. EASTER MONDAY 
Matilda retrieves the cellophane wrapped lollipop prize she hid under her bed and 
skips down the hallway to her mother's room. 
 
128. INT HALLWAY/MARGARET'S BEDROOM EASTER MONDAY 
 
Matilda pauses outside her mother's room with her gift in her hand and sees her 
mother sitting on her bed, crying, clutching her remaining red shoe to her chest. 
Matilda is transfixed by the sight of the shoe, immediately feeling guilty, she shrinks 
back out of sight. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
129. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE EASTER TUESDAY 
 
Frances comes into the kitchen wearing shorts, shirt and hat. Margaret is making 
breakfast. 
 
FRANCES 
I'm going for a ride. 
 
Margaret looks at Frances. Her mind is miles away. 
 
 
Where to? 
Frances shrugs 
MATILDA 
 
MARGARET 
Be careful then. 
 
Frances passes Paul who ruffles her hair as she exits. 
 
130. EXT STREET/PALM BEACH. EASTER TUESDAY 
 
Frances is riding as fast as she can. She passes the Newsagents/General Store where a 
billboard screams HELP ME 
 
131. INT ELIZABETH'S ROOM TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
 
Elizabeth lies on her bed reading the newspaper, intent on the caption under the photo 
of a tearful Mrs Petrov squashed between two burly bodyguards being bundled into a 
limousine. 
 
ELIZABETH 
(reading aloud) 
Ja nie chat chu. (repeating, sounding out the words) 
Ja nie chat chu. (reading the translation) I do not want to go. 
 
Paul wanders past aimlessly, pauses as Elizabeth holds up the paper. 
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ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
She wasn't even allowed to go back to to say goodbye 
to her house. Mrs Petrov. 
 
PAUL 
Pretty ugly looking house if you ask me. 
 
Paul stands in the doorway, picking up a paperweight off the bookcase with a little 
fish inside. 
ELIZABETH 
Dad bought that for me. 
 
She doesn't look at him.  
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
I heard you and mum whispering. He's missing, isn't he? 
 
She looks up, Paul avoids her look before wandering off. 
 
132. EXT THE BIG HOUSE/INT PALM BEACH HOUSE TUES 20 APRIL 
 
Matilda watches the big black car sweep into the driveway next door and moves 
quickly to her hiding place. 
She watches as Vladimir exits nervously from the house as Evdokia climbs out of the 
car. She stands confronting him. 
 
EVDOKIA 
(whispering fiercely in Russian) 
You said nothing. Nothing. 
 
VLADIMIR 
(in Russian) 
I tried... 
 
She shakes her head in disbelief. 
 
EVDOKIA 
(in Russian) 
How could you do that to me? 
 
ASIO AGENT 
Let's take this inside.... 
 
She pushes past the Asio agent impatiently. 
 
EVDOKIA 
(in Russian) 
You left me behind ....you left me behind.... 
 
VLADIMIR 
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(in Russian) 
.....I trusted the Australians could get you out...... 
 
She launches herself angrily at Vladimir who fends off her slaps ineffectually 
 
EVDOKIA 
(in Russian) 
And what will they do to my family now? 
 
Her anger spent, he stands still holding her by the wrists. 
Matilda watches as the woman is hustled indoors. 
 
133. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
 
Margaret  prepares  lunch  silently,  the  sounds  of  distant  shouting  in  English  and 
Russian continue to drift in bursts through the open back door. 
 
MATILDA 
The lady was really angry. 
 
Margaret is locked in her own turmoil. 
 
MARGARET 
She most likely has very good reason. 
 
MATILDA 
She's the lady off the news. The spy lady. 
 
MARGARET 
I don't care if it's the queen, Mattie. 
 
Margaret leaves the room, choking back tears. 
 
134. INT PAUL'S ROOM TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
Paul has taken refuge in his sleep out. 
135. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/PATH TO BEACH TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
Elizabeth slips from the house and down the path to the beach. 
136. EXT STREET/PALM BEACH. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
Frances rides the scooter very fast, sweat forming on her brow. 
137. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
 
Matilda is bored, sits tracing her finger over the pattern on the chair. Paul comes 
inside. Matilda scowls at him. 
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PAUL 
Now there's a cheerful face. Your mum still asleep? 
Not waiting for an answer Matilda watches annoyed as he quietly moves toward 
Margaret's bedroom. 
MATILDA 
Don't you go in there. Go to your own room. Leave her alone. 
But he disappears inside. Matilda runs to the radio and turns it on full blast. 
Paul emerges quickly from Margaret and Bill's bedroom 
PAUL 
What are you doing? Turn it off. Now! 
MATILDA 
I won't! I won't! I won't! 
She glares at him, doesn't care if he smacks her when a gunshot is heard outside. 
Paul moves to the window, then motions urgently to Matilda. 
PAUL 
Get down! Get down! 
Matilda is confused. 
MATILDA 
Why? What is it? 
The sound again. More gunshots. 
138. EXT BEACH. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
Elizabeth running down the path to the beach hears the shots reverberating through 
the bush and stops, puzzled. 
139. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
Margaret comes out of her bedroom. 
MARGARET 
What's going on? 
PAUL 
(bewildered) 
Get down! It's the old man over the road. He's got a gun. 
Matilda moves to peer with her mother out of the window. 
Sfx: Gunshot. 
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Out in the street, Clive has a strange expression of joy in his eyes as he waves the 
Japanese sword in one hand, a gun in the other. 
MARGARET 
He's going to kill someone. Do something Paul. Do something. 
Another gunshot shatters a banana palm. 
Do something. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
But Paul does nothing but stand staring with his hands in his pockets. 
Matilda looks at her mother who is looking at Paul appealing to him. 
MATILDA 
He won't do anything. He never does anything. Like 
when he saw daddy up in the tree. 
MARGARET 
What are you talking about? 
Margaret slowly turns her head, in shock, from Matilda, eyes wide, back to Paul 
searching his face. 
MATILDA 
I was up another tree and I saw uncle Paul watching 
daddy but he didn't do anything. I shouted but he didn't 
move... then I fell... 
Matilda watches Paul's face go white, his eyes slide away. 
Outside, there is the screeching of brakes. 
Matilda looks from the window as the black car stops, the ASIO agents leap out, dive 
on Clive. Clive's head hits the ground and the gun clatters away. Matilda sees the 
blood on Clive's head. 
Stop it! 
MATILDA 
And she runs from the house. Margaret remains looking at Paul. 
Margaret stands by the window looking out, before she turns to face Paul who stands 
like a man stricken. 
MARGARET 
You watched Bill.... 
PAUL 
It was a split second.... 
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MARGARET 
You watched him... 
 
PAUL 
....I couldn't have made any difference... 
He looks at her, raises his hands in a helpless appeal. 
140. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
 
Matilda runs up and launches herself on ASIO Agent 1 who along with ASIO Agent 2 
is holding Clive down, Matilda is punching agent 1 with hard angry little punches. 
MATILDA 
Don't hurt him! 
 
 
Jesus Christ! 
ASIO AGENT 
 
He fends Matilda off as she starts to cry. 
 
MATILDA 
Don't kill him. It's bad to kill people. It's not allowed. 
 
ASIO AGENT 
Sssh, calm down. Nobody's going to kill anybody. 
 
Matilda stands there, chest heaving, still punching although the fight has gone out of 
her. 
Margaret appears, runs from the house toward the commotion. 
 
MARGARET 
Mattie! (to agents) I'm sorry.... 
 
ASIO AGENT 
He'll be alright, the silly old goat. He could have killed you. 
 
MATILDA 
He's just scared. It's my fault. I told him you were spies. 
I told him about the man on the newsreel. 
 
The two agents exchange a concerned look. Matilda's punches are getting weaker and 
her voice catches in sobs. Matilda is handed to her mother who remains distracted. 
 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
He's scared of spies. And Japs. And Reds. He's just scared. 
 
She is spent now. She hears Clive mutter something. 
 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
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He's not dead? 
 
ASIO AGENT 
I told you. Why don't you go back inside now with mum. 
 
Matilda shakes her head. 
 
ASIO AGENT (CONT'D) 
Does she like making up stories? 
MARGARET 
She does. 
 
MATILDA 
I'm not making it up. 
 
The agent smiles at Margaret who then leads her daughter back inside. 
The agents confer, one moves swiftly to the house the other attends to Clive. 
 
141. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
 
Paul remains watching from the window as Margaret enters with Matilda. Matilda 
avoids looking at Paul. 
 
MARGARET 
Go into the kitchen, Mattie, I'll get you something to eat. 
 
Matilda does as bidden. Margaret joins Paul. Pause. 
 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
I think you should leave. 
 
PAUL 
Margaret... it was just a few seconds.... 
 
Her face set, she turns her back on him and heads for the kitchen. 
Anguished, he exits. 
 
142. EXT STREETS/PALM BEACH. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
 
Frances is standing with her scooter leaning against a fence, looking at nothing when 
she sees a man running past, away from her street. 
She looks closer, surprised to see it is Uncle Paul. She waves. His head is down, he 
doesn't see her. 
She watches him as he thumbs a ride. A utility pulls over, he jumps in the back with a 
dog who barks, then he sees Frances. Frances waves again but Paul just looks away 
quickly. 
Frances starts to ride back home puzzled. 
 
143. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE TUESDAY 20TH APRIL. 
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An ambulance loads Clive on board assisted by ASIO Agent 1. Matilda sits on the 
front step drinking a glass of milk, Margaret is with her. 
She watches as the two agents go back inside the big house. 
 
MATILDA 
I told you the spy man was in there. 
MARGARET 
That's not what those men said. 
 
 
But I saw... 
MATILDA 
 
MARGARET 
Not now, Mattie, please... 
And she goes back inside. 
 
144. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/ROAD. TUESDAY 2OTH APRIL 
 
The utility carrying Paul passes in the opposite direction, Paul unseen by Bill as he 
trudges along the road toward his house, looking up in surprise as an ambulance 
drives past. Concerned he quickens his pace, breaking into a run. 
 
145. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
Margaret looks up as Bill enters. 
MARGARET 
Bill! Oh my god! Bill! 
 
She launches herself into his arms. 
 
BILL 
What's happened? 
 
MARGARET 
We didn't know where you were. 
 
BILL 
There was an ambulance... 
 
She buries herself into his neck. 
 
MARGARET 
We're alright, everything's alright. 
 
146. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
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Frances rides up on her scooter to find Elizabeth and Matilda sprawled on the lawn 
eating chocolates. 
 
 
Dad's home. 
MATILDA 
 
ELIZABETH 
We got chocolates. 
 
Frances joins her sisters. 
 
FRANCES 
I saw Uncle Paul running down the hill. 
 
Matilda shrugs dismissively. 
147. INT BEDROOM PALM BEACH HOUSE. TUESDAY 20TH APRIL 
MARGARET 
I was worried, Bill. Really worried. 
 
 
I'm sorry. 
BILL 
 
 
 
 
Pause. 
MARGARET 
I can't take much more of this. I really can't. Disappearing 
like that without a word... after what happened.... 
 
BILL 
I wanted to get you something special... 
 
He produces a box out of his bag.  Margaret opens the box to reveal some delicate red 
satin embroidered slippers. 
 
BILL (CONT'D) 
I know they're not the same. 
 
MARGARET 
Oh, they're beautiful. 
 
148. INT/EXT BIG HOUSE. PALM BEACH 2OTH APRIL 1954 
 
Evdokia, from a window, watches the three girls playing in the backyard next door, 
eating chocolates. 
Vladimir warily watches his wife watching. 
Elizabeth turns and looks up. Vladimir indicates to Evdokia to move back out of her 
vision. 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   178	  	  
Evdokia withdraws but continues watching from a safe distance. Vladimir joins her 
watching. Evdokia's gaze shifts from Frances to Elizabeth. 
EVDOKIA 
(in Russian) My sister would look like that now. A teenager. 
I won't ever see her again. 
 
Time transition 
 
149. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE TWO WEEKS LATER. 1954 
FADE TO: 
 
Yvonne stands pegging out washing with Margaret who is peering at the washing 
uncertainly. 
Yvonne looks over to where the Elizabeth lies on a rug reading to the younger girls. 
 
YVONNE 
You still haven't told them. 
 
 
No. 
MARGARET 
 
They move back to the house. 
 
150. FLASHBACK (CONTINUATION SCENE 54 
 
A police car drives up to the house. Two officers get out slowly, double checking the 
address against the piece of paper. 
Margaret opens the door, feels her insides freeze as she notes the expression on the 
officer's face. 
 
 
No.... 
MARGARET 
 
The officers look awkwardly sympathetic. 
 
POLICEMAN 
Mrs. McGrath? 
 
Margaret nods. 
 
MARGARET 
They said he'd try it again. It's my husband, isn't it... 
 
POLICEMAN 
Could we come inside? 
 
She goes pale. 
 
MARGARET 
Is it my husband? Please god... no... 
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She looks about to faint. 
A few moments later in the sitting room she sits on the edge of a chair, sips a glass of 
water the policeman has fetched. 
 
 
 
She nods. 
POLICEMAN 
Are you feeling a little better? 
 
POLICEMAN (CONT'D) 
Your husband is .. 
 
MARGARET 
Bill. William McGrath. He tried to... do it before... Christmas. 
 
The policeman looks at the paperwork. 
 
POLICEMAN 
Is he also known as Paul? Paul McGrath. 
 
Margaret becomes confused. 
 
 
Paul? 
MARGARET 
 
POLICEMAN 
Paul McGrath? Is he related? 
 
She nods, slumps into the chair. 
 
MARGARET 
My husband's brother. Why? 
 
POLICEMAN 
I'm afraid there has been an accident. A serious one. 
Is your husband home? 
 
She shakes her head.  
POLICEMAN (CONT'D) 
Can he be contacted? 
 
Margaret finds it hard to take in. 
 
MARGARET 
Please tell me... what's happened. 
 
POLICEMAN 
Your brother in law has sustained a fatal gunshot wound. 
I am very sorry. 
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Margaret shakes her head. 
No.... no... 
MARGARET 
She nods. 
POLICEMAN 
This must be a terrible shock. Is there anyone, a friend... 
POLICEMAN (CONT'D) 
Can you contact your husband? For the .. formalities? 
We need someone to identify....(the body). 
MARGARET 
He's at sea. But yes. I can try... 
She sits unmoving. 
POLICEMAN 
Take your time. 
151. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. 1954 
Continuous action with scene 151 
The women move in from the garden. Several floral tributes are in the sink. 
YVONNE 
You want Bill to tell the girls? 
MARGARET 
He needs to do it. He needs to know what it feels like for them.... 
Margaret looks through the cards on the flowers. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
What do I do with these? Do they go to the funeral? 
I don't know the right thing to do ... 
YVONNE 
Do what you want. 
Margaret stands helplessly with the flowers and cards. 
MARGARET 
You thought it was easier for me having Paul here. 
I know you did. 
Yvonne acknowledges it. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
Why do you think it would be easy to have someone 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   181	  	  
here, someone who looked and smelt and laughed just 
like Bill used to ... right here..... while Bill was so... 
so lost to me... 
 
YVONNE 
I'm sorry, Mags, I didn't think about it like that. 
 
MARGARET 
It was hell. It was hell to remember. It was hell for Paul too, 
for me to only see Bill in him, not see him for himself... Bill 
had become a shadow and Paul brought the shadow to life... 
 
YVONNE 
(gentle) 
Blind Freddie could see how he felt about you.... weren't 
you tempted? 
 
Margaret doesn't respond. They trim flowers together in silence, arrange the flowers. 
Margaret picks up a card. 
 
MARGARET 
We never met any of his friends. I'm glad he had another life. 
 
 
152. EXT DOCKS EARLY MAY 1954 
FADE OUT. 
 
Bill's ship docks. Margaret is waiting. As Bill moves across the deck one of the other 
seamen claps him on the shoulder sympathetically. Bill nods appreciation then moves 
off. Husband and wife look at each other stretched, strained, then move off. 
 
153. INT HOTEL ROCKS EARLY MAY 1954 
 
Bill stands in the middle of his brother's room not knowing what to do. Margaret 
wraps her arms around him. He holds her as she sobs. 
Later. They sit side by side on the bed. Bill remains unable to grieve. 
 
MARGARET 
The police have searched for a note. 
 
BILL 
I doubt they'd find one. 
 
MARGARET 
Do you want me to come with you? 
Bill shakes his head. 
 
BILL 
You wait here. 
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154. INT CORONER'S MORTUARY MAY 1954 
Bill is lead to the viewing room. 
MORTUARY ATTENDANT 
Are you ready? 
 
Bill nods. They draw back the sheet to reveal the half of Paul's face that remains. 
Bill turns his head away. Then turns back, gently touches his brother's hand. 
 
BILL 
Yes. It's him. It's my brother. 
 
The sheet is dropped back. Bill sits on the chair beside the bed, puts his arms round 
his dead brother and sobs. 
The attendant discretely withdraws. 
Later. Bill still sits quietly with his brother's body as the attendant returns. Bill nods 
that he is done, stands slowly and exits. 
 
155. INT TAXI MAY 1954 
 
Margaret and Bill, both wearing sunglasses sit silently oblivious to the scenery as they 
head toward home. 
 
156. INT PALM BEACH HOUSE. MAY 1954 
Margaret and Bill sit silently at the kitchen table. 
 
 
Bill nods. 
MARGARET 
I spoke to the funeral place. 
 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
They asked about handles and flags ... for the coffin.... 
 
Bill indicates it is of little importance. 
 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
The families of ex servicemen often want flags he said... 
Paul wanted to serve, I remember that... you talked him out 
of it... 
BILL 
He was underage. 
 
MARGARET 
I know. He still got a white feather in the mail though. 
 
BILL 
I didn't know that. 
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MARGARET 
It was about the time when your ship went down. He.... 
really felt bad about it. 
They sit in silence. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
You have to tell to the girls. I need you to do it. 
157. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. MAY 1954 
Yvonne watches through a window as Bill sits with his daughters. She watches the 
reactions as they learn of their uncle's death: Frances sits very still biting back tears, 
Matilda looks guilty, Elizabeth cries silently. Margaret too is watching. But it is Bill 
she is focused on. She sees him tenderly hold each of them, reassuringly before she 
moves to join the tight group, the girls look to their mother in shock. 
158. INT/EXT FUNERAL PARLOUR MAY 1954 
The service is secular, people are subdued, an air of embarrassment is mixed with the 
grief. Bill and Margaret sit together, Yvonne sits with the girls for the service. A few 
favourite customers, the bartender and a few muso mates including the female stand- 
in pianist, make up the remainder of the group. One of them, John, steps forward 
JOHN 
We'd like to play a tribute to our mate Paul. This was a 
special favorite of his. 
He steps forward and plays Berkeley Square softly on the sax, the female stand-in 
pianist accompanies on piano and sings. 
Margaret listens to the words fighting back tears. 
FLASHBACK: 
159. INT PAUL'S HOTEL ROOM EASTER SATURDAY 1954 
The end of the song Berkeley Square drifts up from downstairs. 
Margaret and Paul stand close, breathing in each other's heat. Beat. Margaret breaks 
the spell, moves away. 
Slipping out of her dress, Margaret, wearing her slip, wipes the dress down, rolls it in 
a towel. 
Behind her, Paul watches before he sits on the bed, takes off his shoes, rips off his wet 
socks. 
MARGARET 
So this is your other life. 
PAUL 
Bathroom at the end of the corridor. You can even 
see the harbour if you stand on the toilet seat. 
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She smiles as she rolls off her stockings, aware Paul is watching surreptitiously. She 
rolls the stockings up in the towel with her dress and squeezes. 
She watches as Paul moves over to a cupboard takes out a clean shirt puts it on but 
does not button it. 
 
MARGARET 
We should hurry. 
 
But neither of them move. Beat. 
She looks over at him, a direct gaze. He feels as though drowning. A new song starts 
on the piano drifting up from downstairs. The curtain flaps in a breeze. 
Keeping her eyes on his, he moves over to her, entwines a finger in a curl of her hair, 
using it to gently pull her face to his. 
 
 
Perfect hair... 
PAUL 
 
His finger moves down to trace the outline of her lips. 
 
 
...perfect lips. 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
 
Another moment of heat before he moves to the window, lights a cigarette. His face is 
turned away, she cannot read it. 
 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
Would I ever stand a chance with you? 
 
She doesn't respond instead shakes her dress out of the towel, feels it, slips it back on 
without looking at him. 
She rolls on her stockings. 
As  Margaret  refreshes  her  lipstick,  combs  her  hair,  Paul  watches  her,  a  tension 
between them, deep, unfathomable. 
The piano starts again, drifting up from downstairs which breaks the mood. 
Margaret watches as Paul goes to a cupboard, takes a bottle of whisky pours a glass 
and salutes her with it. 
 
PAUL (CONT'D) 
To what can never be.... Want one? 
 
Unseen by him, tears spring to her eyes as he swallows his drink in one mouthful. 
 
MARGARET 
The girls are waiting. 
 
He holds the door open for her. He does not see the tears as she brushes past him. 
End flashback 
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160. EXT FUNERAL PARLOUR MAY 1954 
 
The small group disperses. Bill clasps John on the shoulder 
 
BILL 
Thanks. Appreciate it. 
 
JOHN 
Never understood why he didn't go for the big time. He had 
what it takes, you know. He was a class act your brother. 
 
 
That he was. 
BILL 
 
JOHN 
Everyone else knew it but him. Just hung around here with 
us no hopers. Real waste. 
 
161. INT/EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE. MAY 1954 
 
Margaret finds Bill leaning on the doorway looking into Paul's sleepout. 
 
BILL 
He used to call this his sanctuary. 
 
MARGARET 
Do you think it was? 
Bill shakes his head. 
BILL 
He hid away here, away from living his own life. I 
blame myself for that. 
 
MARGARET 
You didn't ask him to do it. 
 
BILL 
Not in so many words. 
 
MARGARET 
Don't blame yourself. You don't know what was going on 
in his head. 
 
She glances at his closed face as they walk back toward the house. Bill stops, glances 
up at the empty big house next door. 
 
 
They've gone? 
BILL 
 
MARGARET 
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Apparently. 
 
They stand apart looking at the empty house. 
 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
He had left her behind. How could he do that? 
 
BILL 
Maybe he wanted her to choose. Maybe he needed that. 
 
Margaret is not sure if he is referring to her. Pause. 
 
MARGARET 
Choose to be a defector like him? 
 
Bill looks deep into her eyes. 
 
BILL 
Choose to be with him. To be with him over everything else. 
 
Now she knows he is referring to her. 
 
MARGARET 
Did I ever give you reason to doubt? 
He shakes his head. She entwines his hand in hers. 
162. INT BEDROOM PALM BEACH HOUSE MAY 1954 
Margaret unpacks Bill's duffle bag. Bill looks out of the window. 
 
 
He nods. 
MARGARET 
Are you alright? 
 
BILL 
You don't need to worry about me... I would never want 
you to have to put them through that again. 
 
He looks at her. She can see something has shifted. 
 
163. EXT PALM BEACH AND SURROUNDS. MAY 1954 
Margaret and Yvonne stand next to her car. 
MARGARET 
Thanks for coming. 
 
YVONNE 
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Don't be silly, of course I'd come. 
Yvonne looks up at the big house next door. 
YVONNE (CONT'D) 
Touched by fame. 
They both smile wryly. Pause. 
MARGARET 
I'll come visit you next time. 
They hug. Margaret waves as her car disappears. 
164. INT PAUL'S SLEEPOUT/GARDEN JUNE 1954 
Elizabeth is lying on Paul's bed when Margaret comes into the room quietly, is 
surprised to find Elizabeth. 
ELIZABETH 
I like that I can still smell Uncle Paul's cigarettes. 
Margaret smiles a sad smile. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
Don't clean his things out. 
MARGARET 
I wasn't going to. 
ELIZABETH 
It'd be like he never existed. 
Mother and daughter sit in silence. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
Do you miss him? 
Margaret nods. 
Me too. 
She looks round the room. 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
ELIZABETH (CONT'D) 
I always liked this room. Even when Nan and Pop lived here. 
MARGARET 
Would you like it for your own? 
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Can I? 
ELIZABETH 
MARGARET 
I think you're old enough. 
ELIZABETH 
I think Uncle Paul would like that too. 
They sit together companionably remembering. 
Bill has quietly come to join them, standing at the door. Margaret moves over to him. 
165. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE JUNE 1954 
The  three  girls  lie  around  on  the  grass.  Margaret  and  Bill  work  in  the  garden. 
Elizabeth smiles at her mother, she smiles back. 
MARGARET 
She's going back to school. She wants to be a reporter. 
Bill nods, pleased. 
Beat. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
I might too. Study something I mean. Keep me busy when 
you're away. 
BILL 
I thought you would want to move back to the city. We 
could sell this place. 
MARGARET 
No. Not yet anyway. 
He is surprised. 
MARGARET (CONT'D) 
There are correspondence courses. 
She moves over to dead head some flowers.  He watches her, then moves to look out 
to the ocean. She joins him. 
MATILDA 
Are you going to be a reporter like Lois Lane? 
Mmmm. 
ELIZABETH 
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MATILDA 
I'm going to be a spy. 
 
Frances smiles. 
 
 
I am. 
 
Matilda rolls onto her back. 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
 
MATILDA (CONT'D) 
I think I'd be a very good spy. 
 
Margaret and Bill look over at their contented children. Bill looks at his wife, a spark 
passes, they slip quietly indoors. 
Their bedroom door closes. 
 
 
THE END 
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TITLE SEQUENCE: 
(Note: dialogue marked ** is spoken in Russian with English subtitles) 
 
1. INT/EXT. SOVIET EMBASSY - CANBERRA 19TH APRIL, 1954 DAY 
 
Expatriates from the Baltic states, gathered at the Soviet embassy together with 
journalists and photographers, demonstrate behind locked gates. 
Evdokia Petrov, an attractive fair haired woman, stands hidden at an upstairs window, 
watching the crowd below with growing alarm. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
They think I am a traitor. They want to kill me too. 
 
She watches as a Soviet security agent emerges with a camera and starts to take 
photographs of the crowd. Two photographers step forward from the crowd and 
photograph the security guard who, bemused, retreats back inside. 
 
 
Doosia...? 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
 
Behind her, a jumble of clothing discarded on the floor amongst them a separate pile 
of men’s clothing. She returns to Masha who folds and packs. Evdokia takes out 
shoes Masha has packed wrapped in newspaper, rewrapping them in plain brown 
paper. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Nothing with Australian newsprint. It would be used as 
evidence against me in Moscow. 
 
Masha nods her understanding of the precaution. 
 
MASHA** 
Sorry. I did not think. (indicates the discarded men’s clothing) 
What about Volodya’s things? 
 
EVDOKIA** 
The same. Leave them. 
 
Koraliev enters, nods for her to follow him. She does so with trepidation. 
 
 
2. EXT. SOVIET EMBASSY, CANBERRA, 19TH APRIL, 1954, DAY 
 
Evdokia is bundled into the back of a black Cadillac. Beside her, a heavy set Soviet 
official, Jarkov. The car drives through the gates with a squeal of tyres, quickly 
scattering the angry mob ... Evdokia, terrified, stares unseeing from a window as 
flashlights explode... 
 
3. INT/EXT HOUSE. BENTLEIGH. VIC. 1990 
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Early morning. A neatly dressed seventy five year old woman, Anna Allyson 
(Evdokia Petrov), peers through a slit in the blinds at a man sitting in a car outside, 
watching. 
 
4. INT/EXT HOUSE/NEIGHBOUR’S HOUSE. BENTLEIGH VIC 1990 
 
Anna/Evdokia  rinses  her  breakfast  things,  signalling  to  her  next  door  neighbour 
through the kitchen window. The neighbour acknowledges with a smile and a nod. 
 
Evdokia watches the neighbour exit their house, moving purposefully toward the 
parked car and knock on the window. 
 
Evdokia then slips out of her back door, moves to a gate in the fence into the 
neighbour’s garden, exiting from the neighbour’s back gate. 
 
5. EXT. MELBOURNE STREET/BUS STOP 1990 
Anna/Evdokia walks down the street to wait at a tram stop. 
6. EXT TRAM STOP/TRAFFIC LIGHTS 1990 
 
Alighting the tram, Anna/Evdokia is about to cross the road when a car beside her 
suddenly backfires at close range. 
 
SFX: explosion. 
 
Anna/Evdokia is frozen to the spot. 
 
7. INT/EXT MONTAGE 
 
Feet walking down a stone staircase followed by several pairs of feet in uniform 
boots, rifles held loosely from hands 
 
Prisoners lined up in front of a mass grave they have just dug. 
 
A lone prisoner in the Lubyanka is lined up against a stark wall. Guards take aim. 
Sfx: gunshot 
 
The black Cadillac heading towards Sydney, suddenly swerves to avoid an animal. 
Inside the car, Evdokia seated in the back between her two couriers Jarkov and 
Karpinsky, doubles over, terrified. 
 
8. EXT BUS STOP/TRAFFIC LIGHTS 1990 
 
Anna/Evdokia recovers, looks around, re-establishes where she is as the offending car 
moves off, tyres screaming, billowing black smoke. She crosses the road. 
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9. INT/EXT MASCOT/PLANE 1954
Stock footage /recreation of the angry restless crowd waiting at Mascot airport when 
Evdokia, a shoe missing and visibly distressed, is dragged by the Soviet officials, 
Jarkov and Karpensky, across the tarmac through the waiting crowd who  surge 
around the steps of the waiting BOAC aircraft trying to stop her boarding the plane. 
A reporter walks beside her shoving a microphone at her before he is pushed away in 
the crush. 
She cries out, terrified, when the crowd pulls the steps away from the aircraft. 
Police finally overcome the crowd pushing the stairs back. Evdokia is hustled aboard 
the aircraft by the Soviet couriers. 
END TITLE SEQUENCE 
10. EXT/INT. NURSING HOME. 1990
Approaching  a  nondescript  nursing  home  Anna/Evdokia  pauses  briefly  before 
entering the lobby. A nurse smiles a greeting. 
NURSE 
I didn’t think you’d come today in this heat. 
EVDOKIA 
Of course I come. He will be waiting for me. 
She moves purposefully down the corridor. 
11. INT. NURSING HOME PRIVATE ROOM. 1990
Anna/Evdokia settles in beside her 83 year old husband, Sven Allyson (Vladimir 
Petrov), paralyzed, and propped up in bed. Though his face is collapsed in the manner 
of a stroke victim and unable to speak, his eyes are alert following her every move. 
Anna/Evdokia kisses her husband on the cheek and leans in conspiratorially. 
EVDOKIA 
I am a little late, Volodya. Again journalist park outside house. 
All this time and still come. 
She shakes her head, looks into her husband’s eyes. To her mind, she perceives a 
response. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Don’t you worry. I won’t let them find. Take photo. 
She abruptly stops as a nurse enters. 
Watched by Evdokia, the nurse goes about her business checking medical equipment. 
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NURSE 2 
Time for Sven’s back rub. But I can come back. 
EVDOKIA 
(smiling) 
I see his back many time before. And more. 
NURSE 2 
Of course, Mrs. Allyson. 
Evdokia looks at her speculatively on hearing the name. 
EVDOKIA 
You new. Is alright. You call me Anna. 
Nurse prepares her patient, moving him onto his side. 
NURSE 2 
Where are you from? Can’t quite place the accent... 
As she rubs the pressure points gently with alcohol she is uncomfortably aware her 
attempts to make conversation have been badly received. 
(short) 
EVDOKIA 
From Melbourne. Bentleigh. 
Beat. 
NURSE 2 
Right. My mistake. 
Vladimir’s eyes follow Evdokia as she gets up to adjust the blind, stands looking out 
of the window. 
The nurse completes the task and is glad to exit. 
12. INT NURSING HOME ROOM. 1990
Evdokia sits again beside her husband, withdrawn. 
EVDOKIA 
Where you from ..... where you from..... we naturalized what? 
1963? (looks for confirmation to him and nods) all this time 
and even now ask... 
She sits in contemplation 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
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I tell you we never belong. 
 
She glares at him in a sudden burst of anger. She looks down at Vladimir who appears 
asleep. 
She leans over him 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
(quietly) 
.... sometime, Voldya, I still hate you for what you do to me... 
 
She stands to put on her coat, does not see Vladimir’s eyes open. She exits without 
looking back. 
 
Vladimir turns his eyes toward her retreating back. 
 
13. EXT STREET 1990 
 
Evdokia, a lonely figure, walks to wait at a tram stop. 
 
14. INT TRAM 1990 
 
Evdokia sits on the tram, staring out of the widow. A reflection of her younger self 
stares back. 
 
15. INT TROLLY BUS 1924 
 
Ten year old Evdokia sits with her mother, Dariya, and brother, Ivan, on a trolley bus 
staring wide eyed at the city. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
This is where we will live? In Moscow? 
 
DARIYA** 
Yes your father has found work here. 
 
Captivated by the crowds dressed in city clothes that contrast with their own ragged 
clothing, by the traffic, noise, the sheer scale of the city, Evdokia grins delightedly at 
Ivan, fragile and hunchbacked from an accident. He grins back. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
16. INT SCHOOLROOM. MOSCOW 1924 
 
Evdokia sits working diligently amongst her unruly classmates. 
 
17. INT SCHOOL CORRIDOR MOSCOW 1924 
Three of her classmates confront Evdokia 
SASHA** 
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Look at your clothes... 
 
NATASHA** 
You are from the provinces... 
 
SASHA** 
You are not from Moscow. 
 
Evdokia stands, defiant. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I am. I am from Moscow. 
 
18. EXT. STREET MOSCOW 1924 
Evdokia hides as her classmates disperse. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
19. INT/EXT MONTAGE 1919 
 
A small poverty stricken village in rural Russia: ragged 5 yr old Evdokia hides 
watching her thin, angry white haired grandfather have his grain taken by officials. 
 
Dwarfed by the landscape, Evdokia, alone in a field, looks around quickly then picks 
a cucumber and hungrily starts to devour it. A roar of outrage, then a hand appears, 
whacks the cucumber away. She is dragged toward a shed by her grandfather. 
 
Dariya her mother comes running attracted by her daughter’s screams to find her 
strung up by her ankles while her grandfather whips her with a birch branch. Enraged, 
Dariya turns on the old man, kicks him in the shins. 
 
Holding her father, Alexeii’s hand, Evdokia, her mother with baby Ivan in a sling on 
her back, walks down a long road. 
Evdokia cowers in terror as a train approaches: row upon row of moving lights, an ear 
splitting whistle. The sound of wheels screeching as the monster draws to a halt. 
Evdokia cowers. Her mother consoles her. 
 
A sudden blur of train wheels 
SFX; the chatter of the train becomes the chatter and laughter of children 
 
20. EXT STREET MOSCOW 1924 
 
The blur becomes a group of children pouring from a nearby doorway chattering and 
laughing. 
 
Evdokia notices these happy children are all wearing the red scarves of the 
Communist Pioneers. Intrigued Evdokia goes to the doorway. 
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21. INT HALL 1924 
 
Evdokia peers in at more children all wearing the same distinctive uniform, dispersing 
after a meeting. 
A leader, also in uniform sees Evdokia and beckons her in. 
 
 
What is this? 
EVDOKIA** 
 
LEADER** 
You have not heard of the Pioneers? 
 
 
Can I join? 
EVDOKIA** 
 
LEADER** 
That depends. This is the OGPU Branch. Does your 
father work there? 
 
Evdokia breaks into an enthusiastic smile and nods. 
 
22. EXT STREET 1924 
 
Evdokia, clutching a handful of forms, skips happily along the street. 
 
23. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. 1924 
 
A large dark room with one window houses four families. 
Dariya prepares one of the four beds, one against each wall. Cupboards partition each 
sleeping section. Evdokia makes her announcement. 
EVDOKIA** 
I am becoming a Pioneer. 
 
She recites what she has learned from the leaflets. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
A new Russia is being created under the direction of the 
Soviet Government and the Youth movements are the 
road to advancement in its service. 
 
ALEXEI** 
(grumbles) 
It will be a mountain of paperwork. 
 
Evdokia produces the sheaf of papers and starts to diligently fill them out. 
 
 
I don’t care. 
EVDOKIA** 
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Alexei catches Dariya’s eye, but her parents do not object. 
24. INT SUMMER GARDEN CLUB, OGPU HALL 1924 (AGED 10)
Evdokia amongst the new candidates lines up on stage in the crowded hall. The 
audience consists of existing OGPU Pioneers and Communist Party officials. The 
Chief Pioneer moves forward on the stage holding a number of red scarves and 
badges. As she speaks the oath, the candidates repeat it. 
CHIEF PIONEER/CANDIDATES** 
I, a young Pioneer of the Soviet Union, in the presence of 
my Comrades, solemnly promise to the Soviet Union that I will 
firmly and unfailingly fulfil Lenin’s covenant and direction. 
I solemnly promise to set an example at school and at home. 
After the repetition by the candidates, she adds 
CHIEF PIONEER** 
Pioneers, be prepared to serve the cause of Illich. 
Always ready! 
CANDIDATES** 
She moves along the line putting the scarves with the badges pinned to them around 
the necks of each of the candidates, tied in the regulation way, one end longer than the 
other. 
The Communist Party Official takes to the stage. 
COMMUNIST PARTY OFFICIAL** 
Children, from today you are Pioneers. You have promised 
solemnly to carry out Illich’s directions. Make sure that you 
keep that promise faithfully. 
The group are called to attention, salute, and leave the stage to an impressive drum 
roll. 
At the back of the stage, the Chief Pioneer halts the excited group and gathers them 
around her. 
CHIEF PIONEER** 
You must wear your scarf at all times, remember to tie it correctly.... 
She takes hold of Evdokia, demonstrating as she speaks. 
CHIEF PIONEER (CONT’D)** 
... the short end represents the Pioneers of which you are now one, 
the long end the Komsomols which you will become at fifteen 
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while the point at the back stands for the Communist Party of the 
Soviet Union. The knot represents the unbreakable unity of these three. 
She pauses to make sure her charges take it seriously. 
CHIEF PIONEER (CONT’D)** 
...but if the knot is wrongly tied and slips, then enemies will do this. 
And she quickly draws the scarf tight in a throttling movement which makes an 
impression on Evdokia. 
As they disperse, Evdokia cannot resist an admiring look at her badge. The girl beside 
her, Maroosia, is doing the same. 
25. EXT MOSCOW STREET 1925
Evdokia, wearing her pioneer scarf, sees Maroosia on the other side of the street.  She 
crosses the road so she can salute her. 
26. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. 1925
Dariya is clearing a cupboard and shows Evdokia a rabbit hat. 
DARIYA** 
Do you remember this? 
Evdokia nods, smiling. 
27. EXT. SIBERIAN FIELD 1922
A beautiful spring day. Alexei and Evdokia now 8, walk through fields alive with 
wildflowers. Alexei chases a hare disappearing down a well after it. He emerges, 
triumphant, holding the hare aloft. 
The family enjoys a full meal of rabbit stew. 
Later. 
Alexei dries and stretches the rabbit skin, fashioning into a hat. He hands it to his 
daughter and she puts on. 
28. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT 1925
Evdokia puts on the hat which is now too small and laughs. 
DARIYA** 
It was not all bad. 
Evdokia looks away. 
29. INT/EXT SIBERIA MONTAGE 1922-24
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The family forages for food in the Siberian fields; take shelter under wagons 
Evdokia accompanies Dariya, now heavily pregnant, going door to door selling what 
was left of her dowry.... 
 
The family, grown to include a sister, Seraphina, discovers an abandoned dilapidated 
farmhouse with holes in the walls and roof and move in. Evdokia and Ivan help 
Alexei use makeshift materials to make it habitable. 
 
Winter comes. Heavy snow blankets everything. It is freezing. The garden dies, 
meagre food supplies are exhausted. Evdokia, pinch faced with hunger and cold, 
watches her father try to administer assistance as their last cow dies. 
 
Dariya, in grip of  typhoid fever, is  wrapped in wet  sheets. Gradually the  fever 
subsides she recovers. 
 
Little graves are dug. Three piles of stones. Dariya places crosses on each one. 
Evdokia watches her father leave, walk down the long road. 
Playing Cossack riding a pretend horse her younger brother Ivan falls, injuring his 
back badly. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
30. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. 1925 
 
DARIYA** 
I thought we would go back.... 
 
EVDOKIA** 
(alarmed) 
No! I am never going back! 
 
 
Just for a visit. 
DARIYA** 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Moscow is my home now. Forever. 
 
31. INT/EXT TRAIN SIBERIA 1926 
 
A train hurtles across countryside. Inside, an excited group of Pioneers, among them 
is Evdokia. 
 
32. EXT PIONEER SUMMER CAMP 1926 
 
Evdokia is agog at the beautiful seaside camp where tents have been set up and hot 
food in abundance awaits. 
 
Montage of activities: attending to camp duties, working in their study groups, and 
frolicking in the sea all of which make a deep impression on Evdokia. She and 
Maroosia make two new friends, Nina and Sara. 
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As they assemble in their companies to salute the flag, the four new friends scramble 
to be in the same group. 
 
 
33. INT TENT PIONEER CAMP 1926 
 
Evdokia, Maroosia, Nina and Sara lie together on one of the camp beds, giggling. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
34. INT SARA’S BEDROOM 1933 (AGED 19) 
 
Now young adults, the four friends lie squashed together on Sara’s bed in a small 
bedroom as Sarah locks the door, pulls a box of Hollywood film magazines from 
 
under her bed. The girls are wide eyed with anticipation as they pour over the images. 
 
SARA** 
(whispering) 
These were confiscated by my father at the border. 
 
Maroosia admires glamorous photos of Lya di Putti. She jumps up and strikes the 
same pose. Sara pours over photographs of a glamorous Hollywood mansion. 
 
MAROOSIA** 
I would love to look like her. 
 
SARA** 
And I would love to live in a house like that. 
 
NINA** 
Her life isn’t really like that, it’s propaganda from the west. 
 
Evdokia is admiring a particular dress then Sara hears a noise, grabs the magazines, 
puts them back under her bed. 
Maroosia takes Evdokia’s hand, reading her palm. 
 
MAROOSIA** 
You will have long life, Doosia. Maybe with David. 
 
And she nudges Evdokia meaningfully. Evdokia smiles. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
A good career is more important than a boyfriend. 
 
Maroosia looks at her palm again. 
 
MAROOSIA** 
You will have both. Didn’t David make an appointment for 
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you at the OGPU? 
 
Evdokia acknowledges with a smile. Laughing the group don their coats, grab their 
skates and exit in a happy gaggle, jostling each other out the door. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
35. EXT BENTLEIGH HOUSE 1991/EXT OGPU ICE SKATING RINK 1933 
Evdokia picks some flowers from her garden when a group of young girls roller skate 
past laughing. 
 
Evdokia looks up, suddenly it is 1933 and the girls become Maroosia, Sara and Nina 
as they happily whizz around the ice, forming a ring around Evdokia. 
Evdokia laughs, dizzy, looking back at them. 
 
Next glance, her former young friends are now old, haggard, with an air of sad 
disappointment. 
 
Suddenly they are beside her in the garden, in the present. Evdokia feels the sting of 
tears, appealing to them. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I have not forgotten you .... 
 
36. INT. OGPU BUILDING 1933 
 
Feet run up a long flight of stairs. Evdokia reaches the top, pauses to catch her breath, 
then enters. 
 
37. INT OGPU BUILDING 1933 (AGED 19) 
Evdokia is given a visitor pass and directed inside. 
38. INT OGPU BUILDING 1933 
 
Passing through an outer office, Evdokia notes an elderly Japanese man, a young 
Korean man with glasses, a broad smiling woman and a tall elegant woman who 
wears a style of Japanese clothing. All watch her discreetly as she follows a security 
officer. 
 
39. INT OFFICE OGPU BUILDING 1933 (AGED 19) 
 
Colonel Kharkevich, a senior officer in military uniform addresses Evdokia seated 
attentively before him. 
 
COLONEL KNARKEVICH** 
You have been appointed to the Special Cypher Department in 
Military Intelligence. This section of the OGPU is where 
we decipher the codes used in communications between 
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foreign countries and their embassies here in Moscow. Of course 
our work is absolutely confidential. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Of course. I understand the importance of the work, Colonel. 
It is explained in the Komsomols. 
 
COLONEL KNARKEVICH** 
Good. Then you understand our socialist homeland is surrounded 
by capitalist countries who are continually plotting to destroy 
the achievements of the Socialist Revolution. It is vital for us to 
know their intentions. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I am honoured to be able to serve in security, Colonel. 
 
COLONEL KNARKEVICH** 
A word of warning. In addition to our office, ordinary tenants 
are housed in this building. 
 
He places a printed paper before her. 
 
COLONEL KNARKEVICH (CONT’D)** 
You must sign a strict undertaking not to disclose to anyone at all, 
not even your parents, where you work. 
 
Evdokia signs the paper 
 
COLONEL KNARKEVICH (CONT’D)** 
You have been allotted to the Japanese Section. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I am not yet proficient with the Japanese language. 
 
COLONEL KNARKEVICH** 
You will be under Professor Shungsky. He is an excellent teacher. 
 
Evdokia nods, exits, tingling with nervous importance. 
 
40. INT MOSCOW NEW APARTMENT. 1933 (AGED 19) 
 
A room with an annexe and two windows occupied exclusively by her family. It is 
sparsely furnished, but comfortable. 
Evdokia arrives home to find her mother sewing. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
You do too much. 
 
DARIYA** 
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It helps to keep busy. (Beat)I wanted to nurse him here. It was 
hard watching him suffer in that sanitarium. 
Evdokia moves to put an arm around her mother. 
EVDOKIA** 
I miss him too. And his paintings. 
DARIYA** 
He got that talent from his father. 
EVDOKIA** 
I will get one framed. It will look good in this room you 
fought so hard to get. I will do it with my first pay. 
Pause. Dariya turns back to her sewing. 
DARIYA** 
Now you are working... 
EVDOKIA** 
You know I don’t want to talk about my work.... 
DARIYA** 
....I thought you might need some more clothes. 
Evdokia is silenced by her mother’s kindness as she hands her the new dress. 
DARIYA (CONT’D)** 
Try it on. It is how you described in the magazine. 
Evdokia takes the dress, slips into it. She tugs at a side seam which does not sit 
properly, trying to re arrange it. Dariya is not pleased. 
DARIYA (CONT’D)** 
I have worked hours on that... 
EVDOKIA** 
I didn’t say anything. 
DARIYA** 
I won’t waste my time again. 
Dariya exits the room, cross. Evdokia remains standing in the ill fitting dress. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
41. INT OGPU BUILDING/APARTMENT 1933 (AGED 19)
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Montage: 
Professor Shungsky supervises Evdokia’s efforts at learning Japanese. He patiently 
points out her many mistakes. She has a lot to learn. 
Evdokia works with the Professor over a period of time, perfecting her knowledge of 
the language and attempting translations. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
42. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT/COMMUNAL KITCHEN. 1933 
 
Evdokia comes home from work to find a seamstress unpicking and re-stitching her ill 
fitting dress in their apartment. Evdokia exits to find pregnant Dariya in the 
communal kitchen. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
You cannot afford to hire a seamstress just for me. 
 
 
DARIYA** 
She works only for the food I give her. 
 
Evdokia feels guilty. Their conversation is cut short when two other women enter the 
kitchen and start to prepare food. General chatter about the weather starts up as the 
women prepare their separate dinners for their families. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
43. INT BENTLEIGH HOME 1990/MOSCOW COMMUNAL KITCHEN 1933 
 
Evdokia prepares piroshki with her neighbour in a practised rhythm. Evdokia cooks 
the meat, the neighbour rolls out pastry. 
Evdokia puts an assembled batch in the oven, puts on the timer then returns to start 
the next lot. 
NEIGHBOUR 
It a harsh life then. Not enough food. Not medicine like now. 
 
The women work together in silence. 
 
EVDOKIA 
...we talk, talk all time talk when I was home. My father, not 
so good talker. Good father. Good husband. 
 
NEIGHBOUR 
Same my father. 
 
Evdokia pauses in her work. The neighbour leaves the room. 
 
EVDOKIA 
(quietly) 
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But you not kill your father. 
 
 
(v/o) 
NEIGHBOUR 
You say something? 
 
Looking over to the sink, Evdokia sees her mother who turns, staring accusingly. 
 
EVDOKIA 
(whisper)) 
Did you hate me when he die? I know it kill him when he 
get sack. Because of what I do. What Volodya do. 
 
She looks pleadingly toward the image of her mother. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONTINUED) 
You do so much for me and I .. I too much think of myself. 
 
The neighbour returns and looks quizzically to Evdokia who is staring toward the 
blank space where her mother had appeared. 
The oven timer sounds. Evdokia recovers, takes the little pies from the oven. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
44. INT OGPU CANTEEN 1934 (AGED 20) 
 
A plate of piroshi is handed over a counter. Evdokia wearing the now properly fitted 
dress is in the OCPU canteen with Maroosia. 
 
A broad shouldered, charismatic man, Roman Krivosh (31), having been served, 
moves past them. He notices Evdokia. Maroosia sees him looking accidentally 
catching his eye. He is amused that he has been caught out and moves on, Evdokia 
remains unaware. 
They are served, take seats, start to eat. Maroosia picks up an abandoned newspaper. 
 
MAROOSIA** 
(quietly) 
You have heard of the murder of Sergey Kirov? 
 
Evdokia nods, looks disquieted. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
We have lost a great revolutionary hero. 
 
Maroosia points to Pravda. Evdokia folds the paper over. 
They eat in silence. 
 
CUT TO: 
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45. INT OGPU BUILDING SPECIAL DEPARTMENT 1934 (AGED 20) 
Evdokia stands before Gusev 
GUSEV** 
Comrade, on the recommendation of Professor Shungsky you have 
been made a permanent employee and given the rank of Sergeant of 
State Security. 
 
Evdokia nods her grateful acceptance of the promotion. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Will I remain in cyphering? 
 
GUSEV** 
Yes. You have been transferred from Military Intelligence to here, 
the civilian Special Department of the M.V.D. Congratulations. 
 
Evdokia waits. 
 
GUSEV (CONT’D)** 
Naturally your work remains confidential. 
 
 
Of course. 
EVDOKIA** 
 
Beat. Pravda is on his desk, open at the article on Kirov’s murder. 
 
GUSEV** 
The all pervading vigilance of our secret service protects us from 
those who, under the influence of foreign powers, carry out sabotage 
in an attempt to undermine our Soviet State. (pause) Even 
our revolutionary heroes are not exempt from such attacks. 
 
46. INT OGPU CORRIDOR 
 
Roman is reading something attached to a notice board as Maroosia and Evdokia 
approach. With a look at Evdokia, he winks conspiratorially to Maroosia as he moves 
off. She is amused. 
 
MAROOSIA** 
You are a friend of Roman Krivosh? 
 
She indicates Roman’s departing back. Evdokia shakes her head. 
 
MAROOSIA (CONT’D)** 
I think you will be before long. 
 
Evdokia looks bemused. 
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EVDOKIA** 
Isn’t he a writer? An intellectual? 
 
MAROOSIA** 
You do know him then. 
 
Evdokia looks a little embarrassed. 
 
 
He is married. 
EVDOKIA** 
 
MAROOSIA** 
He is now divorced. 
 
47. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT 1935 
 
Dariya comes home from work, tired. Evdokia is feeding her new baby brother, 
Valentin (1). 
 
EVDOKIA** 
You look tired. 
 
DARIYA** 
You think I am too old to take care of another baby? 
 
Evdokia is a little embarrassed. 
 
DARIYA (CONT’D)** 
I have had seven babies, Doosia. And only two now survive. 
 
Beat. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I won’t be home for dinner. 
 
She kisses her mother and exits. 
 
48. INT OGPU BUILDING SPECIAL DEPARTMENT 1936 (AGE 22) 
 
Roman walks past Evdokia’s vacant desk, stops, then continues on his way. Evdokia 
returns with Maroosia. Maroosia notices a chocolate on Evdokia’s desk. 
 
MAROOSIA** 
It is your favourite. How does he know that? 
 
Evdokia blushes.  
MAROOSIA (CONT’D)** 
Be careful Doosia. 
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Maroosia nudges her friend playfully. 
Krivosh turns to note Evdokia is watching him discretely. 
49. EXT. COUNTRYSIDE. OUTSIDE MOSCOW. 1936
An MVD departmental picnic is in full swing. Evdokia, with friends Nina, Maroosia 
and Sara, watches a friendly game of soccer, cheering on their chosen side. Evdokia’s 
eyes follow Roman as he scores a goal. As the team celebrates the goal, his eye 
catches Evdokia’s. She smiles. 
50. EXT RAILWAY STATION. OUTSIDE MOSCOW. 1936
At  the  railway  kiosk  on  the  way  home,  Evdokia  purchases  a  children’s  paper, 
Murzilka. Roman is suddenly at her elbow. 
What is this? 
ROMAN** 
EVDOKIA** 
Murzilka. It is for the children of a friend of mine. 
May I see it? 
ROMAN** 
Of course. 
EVDOKIA** 
She hands him the paper. He slips it under his arm and pretends to walk off. She 
laughingly follows. He turns. 
ROMAN** 
It’s mine. It is my Murzilka. 
EVDOKIA** 
No it isn’t it’s mine. 
ROMAN** 
Then you will have to be my Murzilka. 
A spark zips between them, deep and spontaneous. He brushes a stray curl behind her 
ear. She does the same to him. They laugh. Then stand aware of no one but each 
other. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
51. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. 1936
Six months later. 
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Dariya watches Evdokia pack her few possessions. Valentin, now a toddler, plays on 
the floor. 
DARIYA** 
Are you sure this is what you want? 
Evdokia flashes her mother a beaming smile. 
EVDOKIA** 
Be happy for me. Please? 
DARIYA** 
He is older than you, and you are only young. Marriage is a 
big step. 
Evdokia stops packing for a moment. 
EVDOKIA** 
I know it is. And it is exactly what I want. I love him. 
Mother relents, smiles. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
It is the best feeling. 
She tickles her baby brother then exits. 
52. INT KRIVOSH APARTMENT 1936
Two months later. 
By Soviet standards, the room is opulent: large, furnished with family heirlooms made 
in quality wood: a dining table, a desk with typewriter piled high with papers, 
bookcases bursting with books, a leather armchair. 
A sudden burst of laughter, brings a shush from Roman. 
ROMAN** 
Ssssh she will be at the door next 
Standing amidst a gathering of his friends of writers and artists locked in passionate 
discussion, he holds up the second book of Tolstoy’s Ordeal trilogy: 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
.. but you must agree surely. When the two characters meet, 
Rublev.... remember he is an avid supporter of the revolution, 
and Ivan Illych who is totally bemused by its aftermath.... 
Tolstoy writes the following conversation between them... 
The group are engrossed in, not noticing a young woman, Valentina, creep into the 
room with a kettle. 
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ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
...remember: Rublev is speaking to Ilyich who it later transpires 
was his boss prior to the revolution.. 
(reading) 
...”’D’you know who the people are who take no interest now?’ 
He looks furiously into Ivan Ilyich’s eyes. ‘Neutrals are enemies 
of the people’...(Roman pauses for effect) ‘That’s just what I wanted 
to ask you about. Can’t you talk like a human being?’” 
 
Roman raises his eyebrows. His audience laughingly agree. 
 
SERGEI** 
But one must have the reputation of Tolstoy to write the truth.... 
 
Roman then notices the intruder who smiles, holding kettle. 
 
VALENTINA** 
I brought in your kettle, it was boiling. 
 
ROMAN** 
Funny. We didn’t put on a kettle. 
 
VALENTNA** 
No. I heard you had company and thought you might need one. 
 
ROMAN** 
I think I hear your husband calling, Valentina. 
 
She pouts prettily. 
He escorts Valentina to the door where she smiles and nods at Roman as she is 
evicted. Her smile disappears on the other side of the door. 
Sergei smiles at Evdokia. 
 
SERGEI** 
Enough Roman, I think Doosia would like to dance. 
 
The carpet is rolled up. People dance. Toasts are drunk. 
Later, some of the friends linger on, singing, toasting. Evdokia snuggles up to Roman, 
runs her finger down his back provocatively. He smiles. She whispers 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Will they stay much longer? 
 
Later. 
When the last has gone, they embrace passionately, shedding clothes. 
They make love hungrily. 
 
53. EXT MOSCOW SHOP MAY 1937 
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Evdokia joins her mother, both in advanced pregnancy, in a long queue outside a 
shop. Valentin is in his pushchair. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Is there going to be bread? 
 
DARIYA** 
Flour at least would be good. (pause) Our daughters will be like twins. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
How do you know they will both be girls? 
 
DARIYA** 
When you have had as many babies as I have, you know. 
 
54. INT HOSPITAL JUNE 1937 (AGED 23) 
 
An exhausted Evdokia, holding tightly swaddled newborn Irina, is wheeled into a 
crowded maternity ward. The nurse waves the orderly away. 
 
NURSE** 
There are no beds here, she is additional. She will have to stay in 
the corridor. 
The baby is taken away. Evdokia is placed in the corridor. 
Later. 
The end of visiting time. Nurses wheel in a trolley of babies tightly wrapped in 
identical rugs, distributing them to the mothers for feeding according to the name tag. 
The nurse reads Irina’s tag. 
 
NURSE (CONT’D)** 
Additional. Who is the mother of Additional? 
 
Roman, visiting with Dariya, is amused. 
 
ROMAN** 
You have chosen an unusual name for our baby, Doosia. 
 
Evdokia smiles, then looks at her mother. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
She will be named Irina after my grandmother. I wish I had known her. 
 
Dariya, still heavily pregnant, is delighted. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
That is unless you.... 
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DARIYA** 
What a lovely thought. No, I had thought Tamara for mine. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
So you are still sure yours will be a girl? 
 
DARIYA** 
I was right about yours wasn’t i? 
 
Roman picks up his child, gazes at her tenderly, kisses her forehead. 
 
ROMAN** 
Welcome to the world, Irina Krivosh. This handsome face you 
see before you is your papa. 
55. INT APARTMENT. MOSCOW 
1 month later 
Evdokia enters with a sleeping Irina in her pram to find a distraught Dariya walking 
the floor with Tamara crying. Valentin plays in the background. 
 
DARIYA** 
I have no milk. 
 
Evdokia takes her baby sister from her mother, jiggles her in her arms. Tamara 
continues to cry. 
 
DARIYA (CONT’D)** 
I have lost so many babies. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I have more than enough for two. 
 
Evdokia sits down, prepares to feed Tamara. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
You will not lose this one. 
 
Tamara wraps her tiny fingers around Evdokia’s finger. 
SFX: a baby gurgles 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
56. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. 1938 
 
Evdokia and Roman asleep in bed, one month old Irina gurgles in her cot. 
A loud knock at the door wakes them. Roman stumbles grumbling from the bed. 
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Who is it? 
ROMAN** 
(v/o) 
DVORNIK** 
It is the Dvornik. 
Roman  opens  the  door  and  as  the  dvornik  stands,  worried,  in  the  hallway,  two 
uniformed NKVD men push their way in. Evdokia remains in bed unable to move. 
NKVD OFFICER** 
Roman Krivosh? We have a warrant for your arrest. 
ROMAN** 
What for? I have done nothing... 
Get dressed. 
NKVD OFFICER** 
Irina starts to cry. Evdokia pulls a dressing gown around her quickly and takes the 
baby from her cot. 
Roman dresses while the NKVD men start to search methodically going through 
every drawer before coming to the bookcases, checking all the titles for anti-Soviet 
material. Nothing is left untouched. Evdokia watches as all their possessions end up in 
a pile in the centre of the room. Finally they turn to the desk, confiscating all the 
papers, including Roman's manuscript. 
ROMAN** 
What is the charge? Where are you taking me? 
Lubyanka. 
NKVD OFFICER** 
Fear strikes at her heart. Evdokia breaks down, tears run silently down her cheeks as 
she goes to him. 
EVDOKIA** 
Roman.... what will I do? 
ROMAN** 
Carry on as normal. It is a mistake. 
He tries to reassure kissing her tenderly. 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
Do not worry my little Murzilka, I will be back. 
He leaves with the NKVD Officers. 
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Evdokia, devastated, is left sitting on the bed amongst the mess as the sun rises in a 
cheerless sky. 
 
57. INT APARTMENT/COMMON HALLWAY 
 
Evdokia,  having  spent  a  sleepless  night,  has  restored  some  order. She  hears 
whispering outside her room. 
 
She puts Irina in her pram and exits her room to find a cluster of neighbours. They 
disperse and return to their rooms leaving one sympathetic woman, Valentina. 
 
VALENTINA** 
What has happened, Doosia? They say Roman has been arrested. 
 
 
EVDOKIA** 
There has been a misunderstanding He will be back soon. 
She leaves quickly. A male neighbour, watches through a slit in his door. 
58. INT PARTY HEADQUARTERS 1938 
 
In a room adorned with Soviet flags draped either side of a large picture of Stalin, 
Evdokia stands before Gusev, head of her section, hiding the fear she feels. 
 
GUSEV** 
Comrade, your husband has been arrested as an enemy of 
the Soviet people... 
 
 
It is a mistake. 
EVDOKIA** 
 
GUSEV** 
His father was a white guard for the Zsa. Did you know that? 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Roman worked for the NKVD He is a good communist. 
 
He waves away her protest. 
 
GUSEV** 
He has been charged, Evdokia Alexeyevna. Which now raises 
the question of your own continued membership of the Komsomol. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Comrade Gusev, what has his father got to do with me? You 
know how hard I work for the party... 
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Again he ignores her protest. 
GUSEV** 
This is not for me alone to decide. You must be suspended 
from all duties until you have appeared before the committee. 
You will be summonsed in due course. 
As she moves through the outside room, her colleagues are careful to avoid eye 
contact. 
59. INT APARTMENT/COMMON HALLWAY
Evdokia arrives to find her door open, and the Dvornik and the male neighbour 
measuring up. 
EVDOKIA** 
What are you doing in my room? 
NEIGHBOUR** 
This is the largest room meant for a family. Your husband has 
been arrested. 
EVDOKIA** 
That is not your business. It is a misunderstanding. 
The neighbour looks through her. The Dvornik raises his hands in a helpless gesture. 
DVORNIK** 
I am only doing as instructed. 
Get out. 
EVDOKIA** 
Though he leaves with the Dvornik, the neighbour is not done yet. 
60. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. 1938
A few weeks later. Dariya is caring for the two babies Tamara and Irina, as well as 
Valentin. Evdokia enters, dispirited and exhausted. Dariya looks at her daughter 
anxiously. They speak in hushed tones. 
EVDOKIA** 
They voted to expel me. But that was only the branch it 
is not binding until the final party meeting. 
DARIYA** 
Then there is still hope. 
Evdokia rubs her tired eyes, shakes her head. 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   217	  
EVDOKIA** 
I’ve seen others who have been expelled… they are marked 
for life, they cannot find work... 
Dariya pours her some tea. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
I am exhausted from fighting... fighting to keep my job... 
fighting to try to keep our room..... 
DARIYA** 
You have another, it is only a little smaller... 
EVDOKIA** 
It is much smaller, much much smaller ..... and if I lose my job 
too I won’t even have that, they will put me on the street... 
Evdokia cuddles her child. 
DARIYA** 
You are not going today? 
Beat. Evdokia shakes her head. 
EVDOKIA** 
I feel too tired to fight. My letters are returned. They will 
not even say where he is held... (whisper) I am so afraid ... 
that he is already....(dead) 
They both know what this silence probably means. Dariya bursts out without thinking. 
DARIYA** 
(quietly) 
I have prayed for him, Doosia, that he does not suffer... 
She realizes what she has said. 
DARIYA (CONT’D** 
I could not abandon my faith, it is too much a part of me. 
EVDOKIA** 
(quietly) 
It is better I don’t know. 
DARIYA** 
(whispering) 
Please understand, Doosia, I could not let Ivan die without a 
baptism... I light a candle for him... and Roman... 
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Evdokia waves her mother to silence. 
EVDOKIA** 
(whisper) 
Be careful, mama, the priests are informers. 
Dariya nods. 
DARIYA** 
(quietly) 
I have found one who is safe. I will not compromise you. I 
know how hard you have worked. 
They sit in silence. 
(v/o) 
EVDOKIA** 
Comrades, I am committed to the communist cause... 
61. INT. PARTY HEADQUARTERS (MONTHS LATER)1939
In is a highly charged atmosphere. 
Evdokia pleads earnestly before a General Meeting of the Departmental Branch of the 
Komsomol. Thirty people are present, listening attentively. 
EVDOKIA** 
... if my husband has been arrested what does that prove 
against me? When I married him, I assumed that as an 
NKVD worker his character, honesty and loyalty must be 
beyond question ... 
The three elected presidium listen poker faced. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
I ask that consideration be given to my peasant background, 
my good record as Pioneer, Komsomol and NKVD worker. I 
have a baby to support... 
The  most  senior  official,  Secretary  of  the  Communist  Party  Special  Department 
ponders her impassioned speech. 
62. EXT STREET/APARTMENT BUILDING MOSCOW 1939
Evdokia walks light footed through the crowd. 
63. INT/EXT APARTMENT MOSCOW 1939
Irina and Tamara play as Dariya irons clothes, waiting. 
Footsteps run lightly up the stairs outside.   Evdokia enters as her mother looks up 
expectantly. 
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EVDOKIA** 
No expulsion but the recording of “Severe Reprimand 
and Serious Warning”. 
They sit, relieved. 
DARIYA** 
That is good news, Doosia. 
EVDOKIA** 
Yes. I didn’t expect it but the secretary spoke on my behalf 
suggesting I was young and lacked experience to read my 
husband’s true character. (pause - bitterly) I knew Roman’s 
true character mother. He is a good man... my baby’s father... 
64. INT RECEPTION LUBIANKA 1939
Evdokia stands in the sombre surroundings. The guard has heard many pleas before. 
EVDOKIA** 
Roman Krivosh. 
The man looks at her remaining unmoved. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
I have a child ... please tell me. What has happened 
to him? Where is my husband? 
(v/o) 
NURSE 
You’re looking for your husband? 
65. INT NURSING HOME ROOM. 1990
Vladimir’s bed is empty when Evdokia enters and sees him gone. A nurse looks up, 
sees she is pale. 
NURSE 
He has been moved. 
Evdokia steels herself taking hold of the bed. 
NURSE (CONT’D) 
I’m sorry, I thought you’d been contacted. 
EVDOKIA 
Is something happen? 
NURSE 
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Are you alright? I’ll take you. The doctor’s with him. 
Evdokia follows the nurse down the corridor. 
66. INT CORRIDOR/NEW NURSING HOME ROOM 1990
Evdodia follows the nurse down a long corridor. 
67. INT. OGPU BUILDING 1939
Evdokia walks into her old department with some folders. She stops by her former 
colleagues’ desk and hands them to her. 
ANNA** 
It is good to see you again, Doosia. 
Evdokia nods her appreciation. 
EVDOKIA** 
It is good to be back at work, Anna. These are for Comrade Gusev.... 
Anna’s face becomes deliberately blank. 
ANNA** 
I will take them. Gusev was not a comrade but a traitor. He 
has been arrested and charged as an enemy of the people. 
She looks meaningfully at Evdokia 
ANNA (CONT’D)** 
His wife also. 
Evdokia covers her shock, nods, hands over the folder without comment. 
68. EXT STREETS MOSCOW 1939
Evdokia, preoccupied, meets her mother who has the three children together in a 
pram. 
DARIYA** 
You are very quiet. I thought you would be happy to be back 
at work. 
Evdokia pulls her scarf up around her throat against the wind. They walk on. 
Evdokia looks at Irina playing happily with Tamara. 
EVDOKIA** 
I cannot risk fighting for Roman any more. I have to let 
him go. He is lost to us. 
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DISSOLVE TO: 
69. INT EVDOKIA’S APARTMENT. 1939
Montage: 
Evdokia bathes Irina in a basin. She dresses her baby for bed. 
Irina in her high chair is fed her dinner. 
Evdokia puts Irina to bed in the double bed. 
Alone, Evdokia eats her own dinner. 
Evdokia washes the day’s clothes in the communal sink in the kitchen, wrings them 
out takes them to their room where they are hung out near the heating. 
Later, Evdokia gets into bed and cuddles up to Irina. 
70. INT CORRIDOR/NEW NURSING HOME ROOM 1990
Evdodia follows the nurse down a long corridor. 
71. INT HOSPITAL ROOM 1990
Evdokia  enters  to  see  Vladimir  is  receiving  oxygen,  and  a  doctor  adjusting  an 
intravenous drip. 
What happen? 
EVDOKIA 
DOCTOR 
Nothing serious. It is just a precaution... 
EVDOKIA 
It not look nothing. 
DOCTOR 
Sven has developed a slight chest infection. We’re giving him 
some antibiotics and oxygen. 
EVDOKIA 
Why you move then? 
DOCTOR 
Just a precaution. Closer to the nurses station. 
Vladimir opens his eyes and looks at her. She nods at him, smiles encouragingly. The 
doctor and nurse exit. Evdokia sits down beside her husband. 
EVDOKIA 
I think you leave me again. 
72. EXT LUBYANKA STREET EARLY 1940
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Six months later. Winter. 
Evdokia exits as Vladimir Proletarsky, a solid built man with heavy glasses enters 
with a colleague. Vladimir watches her walk away. 
 
VLADIMIR** 
I have seen her before. Who is she? 
 
COLLEAGUE** 
Evdokia Karpevich. Doosia. 
 
He nods, recognizing the name. 
 
 
Ah. 
VLADIMIR** 
 
COLLEAGUE** 
She has charm and intelligence but... 
 
VLADIMIR** 
She has been cleared or she would not still be working here. 
 
COLLEAGUE** 
.... her first husband’s arrest will remain a blot on her 
record forever. 
 
Vladimir waves the warning aside. 
 
VLADIMIR** 
She has a child, doesn’t she? 
 
The  enter  the  building,  Vladimir  glances  with  admiration  towards  Evdokia’s 
disappearing back. 
 
73. EXT OUTSKIRTS MOSCOW 
 
A skiing party from the Special Branch enjoy an outing, amongst them Evdokia and 
Vladimir. 
Evdokia skiis ahead of the group, Vladimir moves up to ski beside her. 
 
74. INT TRAIN ON WAY BACK TO MOSCOW 
The group are in good spirits. 
ANATOLY** 
Who will come for dinner? 
 
There is an enthusiastic response from all but Evdokia. 
 
ANNA** 
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Doosia? Aren’t you joining us? 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Home for me. I’ve got something nice in the pot. 
 
Vladimir leans in toward her. 
 
VLADIMIR** 
I wish someone would prepare something nice in a pot for me too. 
 
Evdokia smiles but does not take up his hint. 
 
 
(v/o) 
MOLOTOV:** 
Citizens of the Soviet Union: The Soviet Government 
and its head, Comrade Stalin, have authorized me to make 
the following statement... 
 
75. INT NURSING HOME ROOM/INT OGPU OFFICE MOSCOW 1940 
 
NURSE 
You’ve had a shock. 
EVDOKIA 
Is not first. I have many shocks. 
 
Evdokia, sipping a cup of tea, becomes lost in thought, as the nurse administers to 
Vladimir. 
 
 
(v/o) 
MOLOTOV** 
.....Today at 4 o'clock a.m., without any claims having been 
presented to the Soviet Union, without a declaration of war, 
German troops attacked our country, attacked our borders at 
many points and bombed from their airplanes our cities; killing 
and wounding over two hundred persons... 
 
In the cypher division, Evdokia and her co-workers huddle around the radio, listening 
with concern. 
 
COLLEAGUE** 
What of the treaty..... 
 
 
(v/o) 
MOLOTOV:** 
The attack on our country was perpetrated despite the fact that a 
treaty of non-aggression had been signed between the U. S. S. R. 
and Germany and that the Soviet Government most faithfully 
abided by all provisions of this treaty... 
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Back in the nursing home, Evdokia looks to Vladimir, smiles encouragingly then 
settles back in her chair. 
In the OGPU Office, the colleagues are ignited by the call to arms. 
(v/o) 
MOLOTOV** 
.....The government calls upon you, citizens of the Soviet 
Union, to rally still more closely around our glorious Bolshevist 
party, around our Soviet Government, around our great leader 
and comrade, Stalin. Ours is a righteous cause. The enemy shall 
be defeated. Victory will be ours. 
The nurse finishes administering. 
NURSE 
All done. He is making good progress. 
Evdokia nods. 
76. INT EVDOKIA’S APARTMENT. MOSCOW 1940
Evdokia is preparing Irina’s dinner. Vladimir enters. Irina runs to him holding up 
chubby arms. 
IRINA** 
Dadya Volodya! Dadya Volodya! 
EVDOKIA** 
You seem to be making quite an impression. 
VLADIMIR** 
She is a delightful child. 
He takes the spoon and starts to feed her some soup. 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D)** 
But have I made any impression on her mother yet? 
Irina grabs Vladimir’s hand to distract him. 
Vladimir is waiting for a response from Evdokia. She remains non-committal. 
Later. 
Vladimir sits on the couch while Irina, now ready for bed plays with her toys as 
Evdokia clears up. 
Evdokia comes to sit beside Vladimir. He puts his arm around her shoulders. 
Irina suddenly jumps up from the floor. She wriggles in between them possessively, 
dislodging his arm. 
Evdokia  watches  Vladimir  accept  the  childish  admonishment  with  good  grace, 
smiling. Evdokia starts to read Irina a book. 
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77. EXT MOSCOW PARK 1940
Dariya and Evdokia watch the girls play. 
EVDOKIA** 
I have found someone to look after Irina while I am at work. 
DARIYA** 
That isn’t necessary, Doosia. I manage. 
EVDOKIA** 
You have father, Tamara and Valentin. Plus your own 
work. It is too much. I have Volodya to help now. 
DARIYA** 
You have Volodya to help? 
Evdokia shrugs, smiles, but says no more. Beat. 
DARIYA (CONT’D)** 
This new girl you will replace me with... 
Mother.... 
EVDOKIA** 
DARIYA** 
...what is her name? 
Frosia. 
EVDOKIA** 
78. INT APARTMENT MOSCOW/NKVD HOSPITAL APRIL 1940 DAY/NIGHT
Evdokia soothes three year old daughter, Irina's, hot forehead. Frosia, Irina's carer, 
looks anxious. 
FROSIA** 
Did I do the right thing to bring you home from work? 
EVDOKIA** 
You did the right thing, Frosia. 
CUT TO: 
Later. A harried female Doctor examines Irina who seems improved, managing a shy 
smile for the doctor. 
DOCTOR** 
Don’t worry, it is just a feverish cold. 
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The doctor leaves. Evdokia cuddles her child. 
EVDOKIA** 
Mama will make you some special tea with honey. Would 
you like that? 
Irina manages a weak smile. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
Later. Night time. Irina, restless in bed with her sleepless mother, vomits. Evdokia 
cleans her up, her forehead is burning. She carries the child with her to the phone. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
She is so hot, and she says her leg hurts. Please come doctor. 
Intercut with the doctor at the hospital. 
DOCTOR** 
I have other patients to see first. 
EVDOKIA** 
She is burning up! Please, please doctor, come now. 
DOCTOR** 
First time mothers are often overly anxious about their children. 
I will be there when I have finished here. 
The doctor hangs up. 
Evdokia tries to soothe her child who is whimpering. 
She tries sponging her down to cool her temperature. 
Irina slips into a delirium. When conscious, she utters weak barely audible mumbled 
calls to her mummy and "Dyadya Volodya". 
Later. Evdokia desperately makes phone calls to Vladimir 
EVDOKIA** 
He is still not there? Please tell him to come as soon as he 
is back. 
CUT TO: 
DISSOLVE TO: 
Later. Distraught, Evdokia strokes the unconscious child watching helplessly until 
finally her life slips away. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
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Sitting in a chair, holding her still daughter close, the doctor finally enters and 
blanches to see she is too late. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Get out! Get out! 
79. INT HALLWAY EVDOKIA'S APARTMENT MOSCOW APRIL 1940
A few  minutes later  Vladimir  runs up  the  stairs, sees  the  doctor exit  Evdokia's 
apartment with eyes downcast. 
80. INT EVDOKIA'S APARTMENT MOSCOW APRIL 1940
Vladimir enters to find Evdokia, with Irina dead in her arms. 
EVDOKIA** 
I could find no one to help me. 
Vladimir is stricken with guilt. Evdokia strokes her baby as the tears flow. She is 
inconsolable. 
Montage of him sitting with her all night, sharing her grief. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
81. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. 1940
Two months later. 
Dariya enters with Irina and Valentin. Tamara looks for her playmate. 
Rina? Rina? 
TAMARA** 
Her question brings tears to Evdokia and Dariya’s eyes. 
DARIYA** 
Perhaps I shouldn’t bring her for a while. 
Evdokia picks up her little sister and cuddles  her in response. Tamara squirms. 
Evdokia smiles and puts her down. She runs off. 
EVDOKIA** 
No, she is a comfort. 
Pause 
DARIYA** 
I cannot help think but that it would have been Tamara, if you 
had not fed her it would have been her... maybe it (should have been) 
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EVDOKIA** 
Don’t say that. Ever. We will share her. 
Tamara turns around, she has Evdokia’s lipstick all over her face. Evdokia smiles. 
DARIYA** 
Tamara, you are naughty.... 
EVDOKIA** 
Don’t scold her, Irina used to do it too. 
Beat. 
DARIYA** 
You will have... 
EVDOKIA** 
Yes, everyone says it, you will have more babies. But for 
now I am going to concentrate on my career. And a life with 
Volodya. We are going to be married. You think it is too sudden. 
DARIYA** 
It is not for me to say. 
Beat. 
EVDOKIA** 
I will never forget how she held her little arms up to him, 
laughing and calling Dadya Volodya. 
Dariya nods her understanding. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Plus he has a solid peasant background like my own, no surprises 
can catch me out there. He stood by me when my name was 
tarnished and others didn’t want to know me. I know he will 
never betray me. 
82. INT HOSPITAL ROOM 1990
Evdokia watches as the nurse removes the oxygen. 
NURSE 
He has rallied very well. 
Evdokia nods. 
EVDOKIA 
He good at looking out for hisself. 
FADE OUT. 
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The nurse is unsure what is meant.   Evdokia seems distracted. She flicks trough a 
magazine. 
The nurse exits. Evdokia opens a magazine. She notes an article on dining etiquette, 
checks they cannot be overheard. Shows article to her husband. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
You remember Volodya, we get our first posting to Sweden? 
How excited we were to escape the war. But then we find many 
ships get sunk... and what they teach us women? .... how to  
peel oranges with knife and fork! 
She points to a photograph. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
They afraid we look bad to English allies, too much like peasants. 
She looks to him, nods as though he has been reminded along with her. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
That right. Knowing how to eat orange with knife and fork 
not so useful .... 
She chuckles, remembering. She straightens his name tag on the bed. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
I not want your name when we marry. Proletarsky. Why you 
choose this name? Sound like make up name. Sweden first time we 
get name Petrov. 
She sits in contemplation. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Remember the tree? Where we all meet in Stockholm? 
And bicycles so many I think a race on. All people so calm, 
well dressed and so healthy looking.... 
She looks to him again, nods. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
It first time I see myself ... We told people starving in other 
countries. Only starving people we see are when we get back home. 
She glances again at Vladimir who appears to be listening. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Nearly lose my broth. He only fourteen. Only run away 
because he falsely accused. You remember coming home? 
83. INT. RAILWAY STATION - MOSCOW 1947
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On a crowded platform, pinched faced Dariya, Alexei, Tamara (now 10) and Valentin, 
particularly very thin and weak, are eagerly awaiting the arrival of the train bringing 
Evdokia and Vladimir. Those on the station also look thin, poorly dressed. 
Tamara sees the train from Leningrad approaching, runs toward it. 
84. INT LENINGRAD TRAIN - MOSCOW RAILWAYS STATION 1947
Clothed in well made western attire and with the self assurance of now seasoned 
diplomats, Vladimir sits quietly while Evdokia strains to see her family. 
EVDOKIA** 
You are very quiet. Aren’t you glad to be home? 
VLADIMIR** 
Not as much as you. 
She scans the crowd, not recognizing them at first. 
EVDOKIA** 
They look so... tired... 
VLADIMIR** 
The war has taken its toll. We were fortunate to escape it. 
She notes his uneasiness. 
EVDOKIA** 
There is nothing to worry about. 
VLADIMIR** 
Probably not, but I have seen many be demoted after a stint abroad. 
Then she sees her mother point her out to Tamara who waves excitedly. 
EVDOKIA** 
That can’t be Tamara, she is so grown up. 
85. INT RAILWAY STATION - MOSCOW 1947
The family reunite amongst much laughter and a few tears. 
86. EXT RAILWAY STATION/STREET - MOSCOW 1947
Inside the MGB car a chubby colleague drives, chatting with Vladimir. In the back 
Evdokia, sitting between her mother and sister (now 10) peers out at shops with long 
queues snaking out. 
DARIYA** 
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Your father has taken Valentin home. He is still weak. 
EVDOKIA** 
It is lucky he was released early. 
DARIYA** 
If it were not for the food you sent from Sweden you 
would not still have a brother. 
Evdokia nods, pats her mother comfortingly on the arm. 
EVDOKIA** 
And you, Tamara? How is school? 
TAMARA** 
I work hard so I can have a good career like you. 
Vladimir watches Evdokia in the rear view mirror catching up with her family. 
87. INT PETROV APARTMENT 1947
Evdokia enters with Vladimir, her mother and Tamara, is surprised by a number of 
crates and boxes unopened. 
Evdokia sinks onto her couch. Dariya sits beside her. Vladimir moves through to the 
bedroom with the luggage. 
EVDOKIA** 
It was so peaceful being in a neutral country. 
Evdokia looks around at the boxes, smiling. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
This looks like a warehouse. 
DARIYA** 
I didn’t open a thing you sent because I knew you would 
like to do that for yourself. 
Evdokia searches amongst the boxes, opens one, starts to distribute presents to her 
mother and sister. Tamara holds up a dress which is too small against herself 
questioningly. 
EVDOKIA** 
I did not think of you growing so fast. 
DARIYA** 
She reminds me of you with her clothes. I can fix it. Tell us 
about Sweden. 
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EVDOKIA** 
So many bicycles. Everyone rides one in Sweden. Somewhere 
here there is one for you. 
They  have  moved  to  the  table  where  Dariya  has  prepared  a  lunch.  They  help 
themselves, relaxing, enjoying being together again as they eat. 
TAMARA** 
Really? I will only ride it round the block. 
Evdokia shoots her sister a wry look. 
EVDOKIA** 
Yes. It is said when Vertinsky arrived back at Vladivostok he put 
his bags full of foreign luxuries down on the quay looked at the 
new buildings and said “Oh my country I do not recognize you”. 
Then he looked down and saw his bags were gone and said   
“Ah, my country, now I recognize you”. 
Everyone laughs. 
TAMARA** 
Mama was panicking. Many ships were torpedoed ... 
Evdokia and Vladimir exchange a look. 
EVDOKIA** 
Our ship was not harmed, mama.... 
88. INT/EXT SHIP/DINING ROOM/STAIRS/LIFEBOATS/SEA NIGHT
Montage: 
Evdokia and Vladimir are seated amongst colleagues and British compatriots at the 
dinner table when the ship suddenly lurches sideways, and alarms start. Vladimir 
immediately rushes for the stairs, Evdokia follows. He heads down toward the cabin. 
EVDOKIA** 
Where are you going? The lifeboats are... 
He waves her aside. 
VLADIMIR** 
You go ahead. I must get our papers. 
On the deck there is orderly chaos as the lifeboats are loaded. 
Later. 
Lifeboats drift in the fog as Evdokia watches the ship sink. She straightens her back, 
urges her companions to sing. 
Later. 
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Adrift, in the gloom and cold. Suddenly a vessel looms in the dark. 
EVDOKIA** 
Is that a German boat? The one that sank us? 
Vladimir nods. Tension mounts in the lifeboat. 
AN ENGLISHWOMAN 
They will kill us. 
GERMAN CAPTAIN 
What cargo do you carry? 
ENGLISH CAPTAIN 
Just civilians returning home. 
Silence. Those is the lifeboat join hands. Wait for the shot. Evdokia squeezes her eyes 
shut. 
GERMAN CAPTAIN 
Turn starboard. You will find land. Safe journey. 
To their surprise, the German boat disappears. Evdokia exhales in relief. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
89. INT PETROV APARTMENT 1947
EVDOKIA** 
...we were perfectly safe. No need for you to worry. 
She pats her mother’s hand and smiles. Dariya is relieved. 
DARIYA** 
Tell me about the people, and the food, and the buildings in 
Sweden.... 
Vladimir watches his wife revel in the warmth of her family. 
EVDOKIA** 
The people are friendly. The shops were full and the buildings 
not so grand as Moscow. But the apartments are larger, we had 
four rooms plus our own bathroom and kitchen. 
DARIYA** 
Four rooms for just two people?... and you do not have to share.... 
Dariya is lost in envy at the thought as Evdokia takes her mother’s hands. 
EVDOKIA** 
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But shops that are full and your own kitchen and bathroom 
does not make it home. I am so glad to be back. 
Tamara, sifting through some of the parcels delightedly comes across the bicycle. 
90. EXT MOSCOW STREET 1947
A passer by glances at Evdokia looking confident and smartly dressed in clothes from 
Sweden. Evdokia pauses at a shop window, the woman stops beside her. 
WOMAN** 
You did not get that coat here. You are a parrot among the crows. 
Evdokia smiles. 
May I? 
WOMAN (CONT’D**) 
She feels the luxurious fabric between her fingers. 
The woman nods, gives a longing look at Evdokia’s outfit then moves on. Evdokia 
sees a shabbily dressed woman watching, who smiles shyly at her. Evdokia is 
horrified when she realizes it is Maroosia. 
Maroosia? 
EVDOKIA** 
Maroosia nods. The two old friends greet each other, tears in their eyes. 
91. INT PETROV APARTMENT/HALLWAY 1947
Evdokia serves tea to Maroosia who looks at the large, well furnished rooms, takes 
the cup. Evdokia catches her breath when she sees Maroosia’s swollen cracked red 
hands. Maroosia notices her looking. 
MAROOSIA** 
It is the rubber at the Kolchuk. I trim the edges off moulds. 
And I am grateful to find any work at all .... 
Evdokia takes her hands in her own, then thinks of something, goes and gets some 
hand cream from her dresser. 
EVDOKIA** 
Keep it. Please. And these. 
She gathers together a dress, a woollen pullover and some shoes she bought in 
Sweden. Maroosia has tears in her eyes as she looks at the clothes in wonder. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Those clothes are not anything special in Stockholm. It is 
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how everyone dresses there. 
They sit in silence finishing their tea. 
MAROOSIA** 
I had better get home to my boy... 
She shakes her head struggles to finish the sentence. 
MAROOSIA (CONT’D)** 
I don’t like leaving him too long with mother. She is still so 
bitter about our dismissal, father’s followed by mine. Both 
were groundless. She takes it out on the child. 
Evdokia looks sympathetic. 
MAROOSIA (CONT’D)** 
You have had your own hard times, Evdokia. I don’t wish 
to burden you with mine. It must still hurt. 
Maroosia watches a shadow in her friend’s eyes. Beat. 
EVDOKIA** 
But Yuri, he is still working? 
Maroosia shakes her head. 
MAROOSIA** 
He took off when my father was dismissed hoping to save 
himself. He did not change, Doosia. 
Evdokia takes the clothes, wraps them in a bundle for her friend. Maroosia takes the 
bundle gratefully. 
The two old friends hug. 
When Evdokia opens the door cautiously to check there is no one outside, Maroosia 
slips our, waves silently, and slips down the corridor. 
92. INT PETROV APARTMENT 1947
Later. 
Vladimir enters to find a Evdokia sitting very subdued. 
VLADIMIR** 
What is wrong? 
She shakes her head. Then she gets up and wraps her arms around him and kisses him. 
He is pleasantly surprised. 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D)* 
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What have I done to deserve this? 
EVDOKIA** 
You have done nothing. That is why. I am very fortunate. 
You have done nothing. 
She kisses him tenderly. 
I93. NT/EXT MOSCOW NKVD BUILDING/ROAD 
Vladimir and Evdokia exit the building, barely containing their excitement. 
VLADIMIR** 
Another posting. 
She slips an arm through his. 
EVDOKIA** 
In Sweden I went only as your wife. This time I have my 
own NKVD role. As well as the embassy cover job. 
VLADIMIR** 
You are not afraid of hard work. 
EVDOKIA** 
Easy for you to say, your cover of Cultural Attache will be 
easier. I have to study accounting. And typing for secretary. 
She pinches his arm playfully. He laughs. They are both happy, relaxed. 
VLADIMIR** 
You know what this means? This second overseas appointment 
shows confidence in you Doosia. Your past has been forgotten. 
94. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT
Husband and wife sit opposite each other with books spread over the table. 
Evdokia works on accounting exercises while Vladimir reads up on Russian cultural 
activities. 
95. INT MVD HEADQUARTERS MOSCOW
Evdokia is having her accounting exercises corrected while a small dapper man in 
uniform addresses Vladimir some distance away. 
GENTERAL UTEKHIN** 
Australian immigration policy has opened the door to anti-Soviet 
Balts and renegades among Soviet citizens who refused to return 
home from Germany. 
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Evdokia watches Vladimir, who nods in response. 
GENERAL UTEKHIN** 
Your E.M. commission is to detect these individuals and 
organizations and recruit agents to report their plans and activities. 
VLADIMIR** 
I have read the files. 
The general nods, looks toward Evdokia who busies herself in her work. 
GENERAL UTEKHIN** 
Your other assignment is the S.K. line with which you are 
already familiar. Your absolute confidentiality in this role 
is understood? 
Vladimir nods. They return to join Evdokia whose tutor is congratulating her. 
GENERAL UTEKHIN (CONT’D)** 
You have picked up your cover role of accountant quickly, 
Evdokia. You will also serve as secretary to the ambassador. 
EVDOKIA** 
Thank you General. 
GENERAL UTEKHIN** 
Your code names are Tamara and Moriak. And you will 
continue being known as Petrov. 
They acknowledge as he hands them the folder of documents. 
96. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT. NEW YEARS EVE. 1951
Friends and colleagues crowd the room, gathered to celebrate the new year, as well as 
Petrov farewell. Evdokia stands out in her rose coloured crepe dress with tiny pleats. 
She hands around food, moves to sit with Alexei straining to hear an opera on the 
radio against the background noise. 
A man bursts into song, some people dance, others continue to toast each other and 
the coming new year. Dariya sits watching, smiling sadly. Evdokia notices, joins her. 
DARIYA** 
I want to be happy for you. I hear it is green all year long. 
No winter. How is that possible? 
She looks to the snow piled against their window. 
DARIYA (CONT’D)** 
I wish you were sent to a nearer place. Australia is such a long way. 
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EVDOKIA** 
I promise to write every week. 
Vladimir has come to join his wife. 
TAMARA** 
Please bring me back a koala. Pleeeaaase!! A live one! I 
would love it as a pet. 
Evdokia laughs and hugs her sister. Dariya watches. 
DARIYA** 
I can’t help but worry you’ll be lonely without your family. 
EVDOKIA** 
Of course I’ll miss you, all of you. But it’s an honour 
to receive another posting. 
Dariya nods in agreement. Evdokia sits and takes her mother’s hands in her own. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Please enjoy my success with me. 
DARIYA** 
Of course I do. You have worked hard for it. And you 
will be home again soon enough. 
She kisses her mother. Vladimir starts the toasts: TO OUR LEADERS** they drink 
TO THE PARTY** they drink TO VOLODYA AND DOOSIA** they drink TO 
THE COMING YEAR** they drink.... with each toast the group becomes more 
convivial. The night wears on. 
Next morning. Amidst the aftermath of the party which her mother is clearing, 
Evdokia bids a sad farewell to her family. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
97. EXT SYDNEY WHARF. FEBRUARY 1951
The Orcades docks amid music and streamers. A small tight group stands on deck 
separate from the other passengers, the new Soviet arrivals, amongst them Evdokia 
and Vladimir. Vladimir speaks privately to Evdokia. 
VLADIMIR** 
Though you speak better English than the others, don’t 
stand out. The Australian security will be watching. 
The group disembark. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
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98. EXT ROAD/CAR TRAVELLING FEBRUARY 1951
A black car travels along the highway toward Canberra. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
99. EXT SOVIET EMBASSY, CANBERRA. DAY. FEBRUARY. 1951
Evdokia and Vladimir pause outside the Soviet Embassy, a high hedge surrounds the 
long two storied brick building. 
EVDOKIA 
I like that Canberra appear quite provincial. Compared to 
Moscow. And Sweden. 
Vladimir nods, wiping away perspiration with a handkerchief. 
VLADIMIR 
Certainly much warmer. 
They enter the gates and walk up the path toward the unpretentious facade. 
100. INT SOVIET EMBASSY, CANBERRA. DAY. FEBRUARY. 1951 
Evdokia and Vladimir enter a gloomy reception room, to find their new colleagues 
gathered to meet them. A sombre mood is enhanced by cumbersome solid furniture. 
Vladimir introduces himself and his wife. Their new colleagues remain reserved, 
shaking hands with minimal interaction. 
A tall lanky well dressed man comes down the stairs with hand extended, smiling. 
PRUDNIKOV** 
Prudnikov. I are looking forward to working together. 
On hearing his name, the Petrovs recognise him as another NKVD operative, relieved 
to find some genuine warmth. 
PRUDNIKOV (CONT’D)** 
Allow me to introduce you. Ambassador Lifanov.... 
Though a genial looking man, he deliberately takes his time acknowledging them. The 
warmth outwardly displayed, does not reach his eyes as he shakes hands with 
Vladimir. He stands a little too close to Evdokia. 
LIFANOV** 
Nikolai Mikhailovich. I would like to think my new 
secretary is looking forward to her duties? 
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Lifanova, the ambassador’s wife, painfully thin and poorly dressed, watches her 
husband admire Evdokia’s trim figure, shown to advantage in well fitting clothes that 
contrast with her own drab attire. 
EVDOKIA** 
Of course. I welcome every opportunity to serve the Soviet state. 
Evdokia feels Lifanova’s eyes boring into her and turns to her with a smile. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Lifanova, I hope you will be able to give me advice on how 
to get around Canberra. 
LIFANOVA** 
I do not leave the Embassy unless I have to. 
She moves away. 
Evdokia and Vladimir are puzzled by their less than enthusiastic welcome. 
DISSOLVE: 
101. INT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE CANBERRA. 1951 
Evdokia unpacks their modest boxes of possessions and arranges furniture, moving it 
around to take advantage of the space of living in a two bedroom bungalow. 
102. EXT. STREETS CANBERRA. 1951 
Evdokia walks to the shops carrying a shopping basket. Sprinklers spray lazy arcs 
over green lawns. 
103. EXT SHOP CANBERRA 1951 
Stopping to admire a display of fresh fruit, Evdokia collects some then moves inside. 
She pauses by a magazine rack. Flicks through one, is amused by a photo of a dog 
playing a piano, she chuckles at it, then puts the magazine with her purchases. She 
sees a photograph of Prime Minister Menzies on the front page of a newspaper while 
observing a customer recanting 
CUSTOMER 
You hear about Menzies? Trying to hose down a meeting of 
coalminers when one of ‘em shouted"Tell us all you know, Bob – 
it won't take long!" Well that brought a laugh. Menzies, cool 
as a cucumber looked at the man and said: "I will tell you 
everything we both know - it won't take any longer." 
SHOPKEEPER 
Pig iron Bob at his best. 
2ND CUSTOMER 
He’s still a mongrel. 
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SHOPKEEPER 
Ah ya bloody commie sympathizer. 
 
Laughter amongst the locals while Evdokia watches. 
 
104. EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE 1954 
 
Evdokia stands with washing in a basket while Vladimir wrestles with the Hills Hoist. 
She relates the incident 
 
EVDOKIA 
They make joke about their Prime Minister quite openly. 
 
Vladimir acknowledges without surprise. Works out the operation of the clothesline. 
 
 
Ah. 
VLADIMIR 
 
He turns the handle with satisfaction. The hoist goes up and down. Evdokia admires 
the contraption. Starts to peg the clothes. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Is safe to leave washing out here you think? 
 
Vladimir looks at the fences and shrugs. 
 
VLADIMIR 
Why not? Everything else is different to Moscow. 
 
Evdokia winds up the hoist with satisfaction, watches the washing swing around in 
the breeze. 
 
EVDOKIA 
The local people certainly more friendly than our colleagues. 
 
VLADIMIR 
Away from home and more Moscow than Moscow. 
 
They share a wry look. 
 
EVDOKIA 
No doubt they will thaw out in time. 
 
They head back into the house. 
 
105. INT EMBASSY CANBERRA 1951 
 
Evdokia arranges her desk in the annex to Lifanov’s office, slipping the picture of the 
dog under the corner of the glass top of her desk, together with a picture of Marilyn 
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Monroe. She puts some daisies from her garden in a vase. Admires her little personal 
touches. From his office, Lifanov observes her. 
106. INT STAFF KITCHEN 1951 
Evdokia enters to find Anna Kislytsin making tea. Anna sees her child misbehaving 
outside, nods to Evdokia then exits. Observing is Masha. 
EVDOKIA** 
They seem reluctant to talk to me. 
MASHA** 
Do you know about your predecessor? 
EVDOKIA** 
There were whispers in Moscow but I do not to listen to rumours. 
Pause. Masha leans in confidentially. 
MASHA** 
If you heard she allowed herself to be seduced by Lifanov, then it 
was true. Lifanova heard about it. He denied it, accused the girl, 
she was only young, of lying, had her recalled Her career was ruined. 
Evdokia remains non committal. 
EVDOKIA** 
Lifanova has nothing to fear from me. 
She admires Evdokia’s dress pointedly. 
MASHA** 
That dress shows off your figure perfectly. 
Evdokia becomes defensive. 
EVDOKIA** 
Why do the women dress as though they were still in Moscow 
when nice clothing is easily available here? 
MASHA** 
Nice clothes cost money. 
Masha softens the criticism, indicates her generous body size with a cheeky grin. 
MASHA (CONT’D)** 
But it make little difference when you have my shape. 
She laughs at herself, Evdokia smiles. 
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MASHA (CONT’D)** 
You are lonely with Vladimir away so often? 
 
EVDOKIA** 
It is the nature of his work that he must travel. 
107. INT EMBASSY CANBERRA. 1951 
It’s late. 
The Ambassador’s door is closed. Evdokia covers her typewriter, clears her desk. 
She checks there is no one around and moves swiftly to the stairs.  She goes up them 
quickly and quietly. 
 
108. INT EMBASSY NKVD AREA UPSTAIRS. 1951 
 
Evdokia moves past Prudnikov’s cubicle who looks up and nods as he receives cables. 
She collects a pile. 
She enters her own work space, sits at her desk and sorts the cables to various code 
names. She then sets to work deciphering those addressed to Tamara. 
 
Later. 
The clock shows 1.20 am as Evdokia places the finished work on Vladimir’s desk. 
Prudnikov exits his room, Evdokia gives him a wave. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I will try to get some beauty sleep. Volodya is home tomorrow. 
 
PRUDNIKOV** 
Did he not tell you? We have an assignment over the weekend. 
 
Evdokia nods. 
 
 
She exits. 
 
 
Good night. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
 
109. INT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE CANBERRA. 1951 
Evdokia is asleep, when Vladimir enters with a bag. She wakes. 
EVDOKIA 
You are back early. 
 
VLADIMIR 
I have surprise for you. 
 
He exits, returns, drops a wriggling German Shepherd puppy on her lap. 
 
 
Meet Jack. 
VLADIMIR (CONT) 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   244	  	  
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
110. EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE CANBERRA 1952 
1952: Jack is now fully grown as he romps in the garden. 
111. INT AMBASSADOR'S ANTECHAMBER. 1952 
 
Evdokia enters her now familiar austere work space, sits at her desk, starts typing. 
Ambassador  Lifanov  exits  his  adjoining  office  and  approaches  to  look  over  her 
shoulder at a list of names and amounts, standing too close. He squeezes her shoulder. 
Lifanova passing pauses just long enough to let Evdokia know she saw. 
 
LIFANOV** 
I’ll attend to that. 
 
She turns, looks him full in the eye challengingly, he removes his hand and backs off. 
She stands, goes to a filing cabinet, looks for a paper. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I cannot ignore my instructions from Moscow, Ambassador. 
 
LIFANOV** 
Of course. However I am in charge here of all Embassy matters. 
Your job as accountant is simply to pay out money as I direct. 
 
She turns to him. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Pay out, yes, but also to collect what is owed. That was made 
quite clear by the auditor that this was to be my responsibility. 
 
Lifanov nods stiffly and exits to his office. 
112. INT ANTECHAMBER/EVDOKIA'S DESK. CANBERRA 1952 
Evdokia types determinedly. She thinks about it, then adds more. 
Ambassador Lifanov, together with his attache Koraliev, and 3rd Consul Zaryezov 
watch as she places the typewwritten page on the notice board. Zaryezov moves to 
read it (English subtitles) : 
* All rent due on furniture must be paid immediately. These items are and remain 
Soviet property. Guidelines set by the Ministry of Foreign Affairs in Moscow must be 
strictly adhered to. 
By order Evdokia Alexeyevna Petrov 
Zareyezov in particular is clearly not impressed. 
 
113. INT AMBASSADOR’S OFFICE SPRING 1952 
 
Evdokia enters and stands before the Ambassador’s desk with a folder. 
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EVDOKIA** 
I have the staff wages list for you to sign, Ambassador. 
She places it in front of him.  He looks down the list, raises an eyebrow at the Petrov 
names and taps his pen. 
LIFANOV** 
I see you and your husband continue to do very well. 
Evdokia is annoyed. 
EVDOKIA** 
You comment on this every month. Our salaries are set in Moscow. 
LIFANOV** 
You would have to agree though Evdokia Alexeyevna that 
without children you are quite the most prosperous couple 
in our embassy. 
He signs with a flourish. Evdokia watches, her eyes clouded. 
114. INT EMBASSY EVDOKIA’S DESK 1952 
Evdokia returns to her desk starts to make up the wages. Vladimir enters to find 
Evdokia angry. 
What happen? 
VLADIMIR 
EVDOKIA 
He make point of say we have no childless. 
Vladimir watches her, knowing her hurt. Pause. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
How you think she be now as teenager, Volodya? 
VLADIMIR 
Pretty. Clever like her mother. 
They are quiet in their remembrance. 
EVDOKIA 
He would have read my file. He meant be cruel, I sure it 
deliberate. 
Vladimir waves her to silence as footsteps approach. Knock. Then The door opens 
and Zaryezova peers round. 
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ZARYEZOVA** 
Excuse me. There is a party meeting tonight. The secretary 
asked me to notify members. 
EVDOKIA** 
Of course. We will both be there. 
Zaryezova smiles and moves on, closing the door. 
VLADIMIR 
It may not have been intentional. 
EVDOKIA 
Perhaps I am imagining it. 
FADE OUT 
115. INT EMBASSY SPRING 1952 
The party meeting is winding down. 
KORALIEV** 
Is there any other business? 
Zaryezov stands 
ZARYEZOV** 
I wish to raise the matter of Petrova’s table. 
Evdokia is bewildered. 
My table? 
EVDOKIA** 
ZARYEZOV** 
Comrade Petrova keeps pictures of a girl and a dog close to 
the portrait of Stalin. It is an insult. 
EVDOKIA** 
Comrade Zaryezov, the pictures are nowhere near Stalin. Why 
do you bring this up now after one year.... 
She observes her accuser’s face tight with suppressed malice. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
You know it was never intended as disrespect to our leader. 
You are being deliberately petty. 
ZARYEZOVA** 
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I move that a charge be laid.... 
Vladimir surveys the carefully blank faces to gauge support. Other than Kislitsyn, 
there appears to be little. 
116. EXT. LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. WINTER 1953 
Evdokia and Vladimir walk home after the meeting. Golden leaves crunch under their 
feet as they walk. 
VLADIMIR 
Don’t antagonize him. 
EVDOKIA 
I don’t! Is not just him. Lifanova has me on roster for entertainment 
duties when it not my turn. When I complain, she ignore me. 
He acknowledges. She turns up her collar against the wind. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
I’ll defend charge of course. But I sure it will be seen for what it 
is in Moscow. Spite. 
VLADIMIR 
It is envy, Doosia. We can afford to buy nice furniture not have to 
rent old chipped stuff from Moscow... and buy nice clothes.... 
EVDOKIA 
They do buy clothes, I have seen them locked away for when 
they go home to show off. Why not enjoy now as I do? 
They pause. 
VLADIMIR 
Lifanov aware we receive two salaries even though our MVD 
salary paid in Moscow. 
EVDOKIA 
Does he know of your promotion to Colonel? That make him 
more jealous. 
VLADIMIR 
Worse. He knows with Pakmanhov’s recall he figure out I am 
now chief of MVD here. It not just about money. 
EVOKIA 
He hate us having a separate line of authority? 
Vladimir nods. 
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VLADIMIR 
But even though he not our MVD boss, he can still cause us trouble. 
They walk on. Vladimir rubs his hands together. 
117. INT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. WINTER 1952 
Late. Evdokia sits at the kitchen table, several empty tea cups beside her. A notepad 
with her sketch of her desktop and the proximity of the offending pictures sit in front 
of her. A kerosene heater glows nearby. 
118. INT. LOCKYER STREET HOUSE 
Vladimir appears in his pyjamas, yawning. She hands him the sketch and her drafted 
report. 
EVDOKIA 
You think this likeness of my desktop? 
He agrees with a wry smile. 
VLADIMIR 
Come to bed. I off to Sydney tomorrow. 
He waits. 
EVDOKIA 
You meet with your Doctor Biagaluski? 
She looks up at him. He can see the scepticism on her face. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
I ask only if I have to contact. 
VLADIMIR 
I am pursuing the E.M. line as directed. 
She looks at him, about to speak, sees his closed face, decides against it and moves 
the notepad towards her, takes up her pen. 
EVDOKIA 
I finish this first, then write to my mother. 
This was not what Vladimir had in mind. He shivers. 
VLADIMIR 
(grumbles) 
Tell her she wrong - about winter. 
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He heads off to bed alone. Evdokia smiles as she writes. 
(v/o) 
EVDOKIA 
Dear Mama, Please tell Tamara I see koala. It in tree right 
behind house ... 
119. INT LIFANOV’S OFFICE. 
Evdokia takes the opened mail into Lifanov who goes through it as his wife enters 
passing through on her way to the shops. Lifanov notes his wife’s discoloured cotton 
patched stockings with distaste, attempts to make a joke. 
LIFANOV** 
Come, mother, change your stockings. You cannot be seen out in those. 
LIFANOVA** 
(blushing) 
They are good enough to go shopping. 
She exits, embarrassed. Evdokia is embarrassed for her. Lifanov notes a card amongst 
the mail with satisfaction. 
LIFANOV** 
You will have the opportunity to meet the Australian Prime 
Minister. He has accepted our invitation. 
EVDOKIA** 
I did not think I would be attending a dinner held in your home. 
LIFANOV** 
It is less formal than at the Embassy. It is how they do things here. 
Evdokia nods agreement. 
LIFANOV (CONT’D)** 
You and your husband are amongst the few on staff 
comfortable holding a conversation in English. You will 
both attend. 
120. INT LIFANOV HOUSE EVENING 
As a small group of other Ambassadors and staff from the Baltic states mingle, 
Evdokia tries to draw Lifanova into a conversation but Lifanova is unable to maintain 
a connection. 
A hush falls as the imposing figure of Prime Minister Robert Menzies, tall white 
haired rotund with very bushy eyebrows, is ushered in. Lifanov introduces the 
Petrovs. 
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LIFANOV 
Prime Minister, Vladimir Petrov our Third Secretary and 
(as though producing a jewel) his wife, Evdokia. 
Evdokia smiles, holds out her hand. Menzies offers a gallant little bow as he shakes it. 
Lfanova watches with eyes glittering. 
FADE OUT. 
121. INT NKVD UPSTAIRS OFFICE CANBERRA 
Evdokia sits decoding correspondence from Moscow, she hands Vladimir one she has 
decoded addressed to Moriak when he enters with Kislitsyn and waits for his reaction. 
Vladimir reads it while Kislitsyn sits at his desk. Vladimir frowns. 
Problem? 
KISLITSYN** 
VLADIMIR** 
The drop off point we established under the railway bridge 
has been rejected. Fifteen pompous paragraphs on the 
general principles about secret hiding places written by an 
pimple faced MVD bureaucrat who has never been within a 
thousand miles of the countryside let alone Australia. He even 
warn of rodents. 
Vladimir screws up the directive in disgust then thinks better of it and smooths it out 
again. Kislitsyn shakes his head in agreement and exits. Vladimir watches him go. 
Vladimir reads then slaps the decoded message dejectedly. 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D) 
Moscow want to re establish a particular illegal line - I 
report on this already - the former operative they interested in 
no longer can be found... this takes more ... (shakes his head in defeat) 
When they increase my MVD work and I request assistance, what they 
do?  They  give  me  promotion  and  send  men  with  no  operational 
experience... no confidence in the language. 
Evdokia nods in agreement 
EVDOKIA 
I thought he work in London Philip have more good English. 
Vladimir shrugs, what can he do. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
They are no interest in your Doctor Biagaluski? 
VLADIMIR 
They will see I know what is best to do here. 
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Evdokia does not agree but says nothing. 
 
122. INT EMBASSY : UPSTAIRS MVD AREA MARCH 1953 
 
Evdokia, opens the door, enters the MVD area, stifling a yawn. Kislitsyn looks up 
from his desk. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Jack whines all night when Volodya is away and I cannot sleep. 
 
Prudnikov enters, shows her a cable. 
 
PRUDNIKOV** 
There has been a reply to that charge laid by Zaryezov. 
 
She raises her eyebrows, he smiles, she skims it. She starts to chuckle as she reads. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Vladimir is to admonish me. He will enjoy that when he gets 
home. Apparently (reading) I “show lack of tact in my relations 
with the employees of the Embassy including the Ambassador 
which cannot fail to have an adverse effect on my work.” 
What nonsense! “In this connection we request you to administer 
an appropriate reprimand”. 
 
Evdokia slaps her own wrist playfully. 
 
PRUDNIKOV** 
See, you had nothing to fear. 
 
KISLITSYN** 
The couriers from Moscow have arrived. 
 
123. INT VLADIMIR’S CONSULAR OFFICE 
 
Diplomatic courier, Kardinsky, hands over the diplomatic sack which Evdokia signs 
for. 
Kardinsky exits. 
Evdokia starts to sort the contents. Inside is a small suitcase half a metre long, 30 
centimetres wide. 
Evdokia opens the suitcase, inside is filled with American dollars in bundles. 
She continues opening correspondence. One cable communicates that the money is 
for the Australian Communist Party for Moriak to hand over. It further stipulates 
nobody must be told, including Tamara (Evdokia). Evdokia, quickly checks the 
envelope and realises she has opened something not for her and reseals it. 
She continues to sort the mail, separating diplomatic from MVD. 
 
124. INT EMBASSY/CORRIDOR/LIFANOV’S OFFICE: MARCH 1953 
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Evdokia encounters Kovaliev in a flap 
KOVALIEV** 
The Ambassador is looking for you. There are phone calls from 
the press. 
She enters the Ambassadors office where the phones are all ringing. Everyone appears 
confused and in shock. 
LIFANOV** 
Petrova, I need you to translate. They are asking about Stalin. 
They say he is dead. 
FADE OUT. 
125. INT EMBASSY. 1953/EXT RED SQUARE (STOCK FOOTAGE) 
All the embassy staff are gathered around the radio 
Intercut: Stock Footage: Beria makes speech to a huge sombre crowd on the leader’s 
death. 
As the assembly listen to a devoted discourse on how much Stalin was loved by his 
people, Evdokia briefly sits on a chair. Lifanova glares at her lack of reverence and 
she quickly stands again. 
126. EXT RED SQUARE MOSCOW (STOCK FOOTAGE) 
Procession of the coffin through crowded streets. 
Stalin lies in state while people queue to walk silently past. 
Military parade and gun salute to honour Stalin’s passing. 
127. INT EMBASSY CANBERRA. 
The  embassy  remains  sombre  and  in  mourning.  Evdokia  stands  before  the 
ambassador’s desk with some correspondence to be signed. 
KOVALIEV** 
Who will follow our leader, Ambassador? Who could ever 
replace such a great man. 
LIFANOV** 
It is said to be Beria. Lavrenti Beria, the head of the MVD. 
He cannot resist a cold glance at Evdokia. 
128. EXT ROAD/LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. NIGHT 
Evdokia and Vladimir walk in silence, both concerned. Pause. 
EVDOKIA 
How was Sydney? 
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VLADIMIR 
It ... good. I enjoy Michael’s company. 
EVDOKIA 
You speak of him as friend. That dangerous. 
Beat. 
VLADIMIR 
I let him think he friend. Make easier to recruit him. 
EVDOKIA 
But I think Moscow not so much interested in your Doctor. 
Vladimir prickles. 
VLADIMIR 
I do not need you to question my judgement. 
EVDOKIA 
Volodya, you tell me your recent review not favourable. Moscow 
not so happy with MVD progress here. I only suggesting ... 
VLADIMIR 
Then don’t. Don’t suggest. 
They walk on in silence. 
129. INT EMBASSY 1953 
DISSOLVE TO: 
A  Party  Meeting  in  progress.  Party  members  sit  all  looking  grave  as  the  party 
secretary Kovaliev reads: 
KOVALIEV** 
This has come directly from Moscow...”we denounce Lavrenti 
Beria as a traitor. He has sabotaged Soviet industry and agriculture, 
has been a long-term agent of British and American Intelligence, 
has conspired with foreign countries to restore capitalism in the 
Soviet Union. Furthermore it is charged that Beria has tried to place 
the M.V.D. above the Government and the Communist Party of 
the Soviet Union.... 
Spittle appears at the corner of Koraliev’s mouth so enthusiastic is his denunciation of 
Beria. The MVD operatives: Petrovs, Kislitsyn and Prudnikov feel the intended heat. 
KOVALIEV (CONT’D)** 
...From when he took over control, he began a widespread 
replacement of staff with this object in mind. Every Soviet citizen 
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must be on his guard against the enemy...” 
Kovaliev stops reading, pauses, and looks around the room to press his point. 
KOVALIEV (CONT’D)** 
Every member of the Embassy staff must beware of efforts by 
agents or followers of Beria to insinuate themselves into 
important positions and recruit further adherents to this cause. 
Evdokia notes Koraliev look to Lifanov, both of whom have a glint in their eye. 
FADE OUT. 
130. INT. VLADIMIR'S MVD OFFICE. EMBASSY DECEMBER 1953 
Evdokia has coded cables watching as Vladimir attempts to photograph but becomes 
frustrated. She takes over, photographs the cables, unloads the negative, seals it which 
Vladimir impatiently takes from her, placing it in a diplomatic envelope. They do not 
speak, the tension between them palpable. 
Prudnikov enters with Kislitsyn, both looking worried. 
PRUDNIKOV** 
The Ambassador has just sent two signals, one to the Ministry 
of Foreign Affairs and the other from the Party Secretary to the 
Central Committee. 
Prudnikov looks uncomfortable, exchanges a glance with Kislitsyn. 
VLADIMIR** 
Do they concern all of us? 
Prudnikov hands copies to Vladimir who reads them and hands them to Evdokia. Both 
are alarmed by what they read. 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D)** 
They have made charges against you and me Doosia... 
Kislitsyn nods gravely. The four are all concerned. 
EVDOKIA** 
This first charge, that I am “causing division in the ranks” is 
routine in campaigns of defamation. 
VLADIMIR** 
And Moscow would take it with a grain of salt as they did last time. 
He is despairing as he looks at the second charge. 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D)** 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   255	  	  
But the second, Doosia, that, “together, we were plotting to form 
a Beria faction in the Embassy”, that will be taken very seriously. 
 
 
Yes. 
EVDOKIA** 
 
They are both devastated. Kislitsyn is outraged. 
 
KISLITSYN** 
You must defend it.... I will testify it is a false accusation.... 
EVDOKIA** 
It is a political charge of the highest level, Philip. No matter that 
it is false - it will be very difficult to overturn... you have no idea... 
no idea until you have been there .... 
 
Both Petrovs have retreated into a shell of anxiety. 
 
 
131. INT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. DECEMBER 1953 
FADE OUT 
 
Vladimir is moody, sitting at the kitchen table wearing a singlet with braces draping 
over his trousers, pouring himself a glass of beer. 
Evdokia enters from the garden with a basket of washing. 
 
EVDOKIA 
How many shirts you need ironed for your trip? 
He ignores her. She can see he is in the mood to pick a fight. 
VLADIMIR 
Why you antagonize everyone, Doosia. 
 
EVDOKIA 
None of this my fault. 
 
He pours another beer defiantly. 
 
VLADIMIR 
The other women talk about your clothes, our furniture.. 
 
She starts to fold the washing. He drains his beer glass. She has her back turned. 
 
EVDOKIA 
We should not turn on each other, Volodya. The waiting is 
hard enough. 
 
VLADIMIR 
You would know. You have been there before. 
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EVDOKIA 
You saying they make us target because of my past? That unfair... 
you the one with unfavourable report... 
She turns around but he has gone outside.  She watches him take the suitcase from the 
cupboard through into the bedroom. 
132. INT OFFICE CANBERRA 
Evdokia sits routinely opening mail. One envelope is personally addressed to the 
Ambassador in hand written. She opens it, scans it then exits. 
133. INT MVD OFFICE CANBERRA 
Evdokia shows the letter to Vladimir. 
EVDOKIA 
This come for Lifanov. What you think? It address to him 
personally sent to private address. 
VLADIMIR 
Suggesting he stay here in Australia. Has he seen it? 
EVDOKIA 
No. Courier not left yet if we hurry. 
VLADIMIR 
Then we forward it to Moscow I just add a note at bottom we 
have protect him from this attempted sabotage by an enemy of 
the Soviet State. 
He takes the letter writes on the bottom, signs it. Evdokia adds her signature then exits 
with the note hurriedly. 
134. INT EVDOKIA’S OFFICE 
Evdokia seals the letter in an envelope and adds it to the Diplomatic bag. 
Karpinsky the courier knocks and enters. Evdokia hands him the bag. 
135. INT EMBASSY KITCHEN CANBERRA. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
Koraliev  walks  in  with  an  air  of  superiority.  He  leaves  a  copy  of  Pravda  with 
satisfaction beside Evdokia. 
Photographs and headlines leap out at her of Beria’s execution. 
136. INT VLADIMIR’S CONSULAR OFFICE 
Evdokia enters to find him covering first one eye and then the other. 
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I see spots. 
VLADIMIR 
 
EVDOKIA 
You need new glasses. 
 
VLADIMIR 
Change only week ago. I get eyes checked in Sydney. 
 
She is not much interested. 
 
137. INT MVD OFFICE CANBERRA 
 
Evdokia sits sorting the decoded correspondence. One communique is addressed to 
Moriak and Tamara. She scans it, it quickly. 
The cable requests urgent confirmation on the letter they forwarded, was there a 
return address, did Lifanov see it, was it in a handwriting she recognized as his 
secretary. 
Evdokia completes a cable in response to the questions: No Lifanov definitely did not 
see it, there was no return address and it was not writing she recognized. 
138. INT MVD OFFICE CANBERRA 
Following day. 
Evdokia collects the cables. She reads one with pleasant surprise then takes it down to 
her ante chamber. 
 
139. INT CANBERRA EMBASSY. DECEMBER 1953 
 
Ambassador Lifanov enters, passing Evdokia at her desk. She hands him the cable. He 
reads it, his face becomes thunderous. 
 
AMBASSADOR** 
You have read this? 
 
She nods, her expression remaining neutral. 
 
140. INT/EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. DECEMBER 1953 
 
Evdokia hears the car outside, goes to the front door to see Vladimir exit, slam the 
door. He walks up the drive with his suitcase. 
 
EVDOKIA 
He has been recalled. Lifanov is to return to Moscow in two 
weeks. How your eyes? 
 
VLADIMIR 
Not so bad. Now. 
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Vladimir’s face brightens and his shoulders lighten. He places an arm around his 
wife’s shoulders as they enter their house. 
141. EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. 
Evdokia looks up as Ivan Golochov enters to tend his vegetable garden within their 
backyard. 
IVAN** 
Doosia this garden has saved my life. 
EVDOKIA** 
I cannot understand why you were not allowed to grow vegetables 
at the Embassy. There is plenty of spare ground. 
Ivan shrugs. 
IVAN** 
I have some beets ready. I will pick you some too. 
Ivan whistles for Jack. 
Where Jack? 
IVAN (CONT’D)** 
Ivan laughs. 
EVDOKIA** 
Vladimir has taken him fishing with him. 
IVAN** 
Jack frighten away all the fishes. Better take him fishing than 
office huh? Make big trouble there. 
Evdokia nods wryly. 
EVDOKIA** 
With Lifanov gone, it is the first time I see him relax for long time. 
IVAN** 
I pick up new Ambassador tomorrow. 
CUT TO: 
142. EXT/INT EMBASSY JANUARY 1954 
The new Ambassador replacing Lifanov, Generalov, an impassive faced man, drives 
up in the diplomatic car. The embassy staff are lined up to greet him. Koraliev is 
quick to introduce himself. Generalov greets the staff in turn, a curt nod to the 
Petrovs. 
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GENERALOV** 
I will see you in my office, comrade Petrov. 
 
143. INT AMBASSADOR’S OFFICE JANUARY 1954 
Vladimir stands before the Ambassador. 
GENERALOV** 
I am informed your dog created a disturbance in the embassy. 
You are ordered not to bring the animal here again. It is 
against regulations. 
 
Vladimir nods, wait for instructions. 
 
 
That is all. 
GENERALOV (CONT’D)** 
 
Thus dismissed, Vladimir exits. 
 
144. INT EMBASSY ANTI CHAMBER 
 
Generalov watches Vladimir move past his wife. Vladimir raises one eyebrow to his 
wife but keeps going. 
Generalov moves to Evdokia at her work station. Korielov trails behind. 
 
GENERALOV** 
Comrade Petrova, there are charges pending against you 
and your husband. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
We are defending them, Ambassador. They are completely false. 
 
She looks meaningfully at Korielov. 
 
GENERALOV** 
The serious nature of these charges makes it impossible for you 
to continue as the Ambassadorial secretary or accountant. You will 
be replaced. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I was appointed by Moscow. You cannot do that. 
 
GENERALOV** 
I see no one speaking in your defence. Reports in Moscow detail 
your disturbing influence here. 
 
He moves back to his office still trailing Korialov having won. 
 
145. INT/EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE CANBERRA. 
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Evdokia sits with Vladimir on the back porch. They are both despondent. 
 
 
It gets worse. 
Jack runs wild in the garden. 
VLADIMIR 
EVDOKIA 
You should never have taken Jack to the office. 
 
VLADIMIR 
And you should not have thrown a pie at the new ambassador’s wife. 
 
EVDOKIA 
I did nothing of the sort. 
 
VLADIMIR 
It is what she says. 
 
EVDOKIA 
You believe her and not me? Anna saw what really happened. 
 
VLADIMIR 
And did she speak up in your defence? 
 
EVDOKIA 
Nobody speaks in our defence. 
 
VLADIMIR 
I thought when Lifanov went this vendetta would be over. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Volodya, it is had enough with everyone against us. We should 
not also turn on each other... 
 
But he is gone into the garden, playing with the dog. 
 
146. INT VLADIMIR’S M.V.D. OFFICE 
 
Evdokia enters to find Vladimir sitting ashen faced with a cable in front of him. 
 
EVDOKIA 
What has happened now, Volodya? 
 
VLADIMIR 
I have been recalled. I am to go to Moscow to report on my 
M.V.D. work here. 
 
She sinks into a chair. 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   261	  
When? 
EVDOKIA 
VLADIMIR 
As soon as possible. 
They sit letting the full impact sink in. 
EVDOKIA 
Do I go with you? 
He nods. 
VLADIMIR 
Arrangements for our departure are made. You know this mean 
their lies have won, Doosia. And now we must fight for our lives. 
FADE OUT 
147. INT EMBASSY CANBERRA. 
As Evdokia enters the kitchen, two chatting women immediately exit. 
Evdokia walks down the corridor head high as others avoid looking at her. 
1 
48. INT. VLADIMIR’S CONSULAR OFFICE
Vladimir is sitting with one hand over his eye when Evdokia enters. He places the 
hand over his other eye. 
VLADIMIR 
The spots still there. 
EVDOKIA 
Didn’t you get treatment in Sydney? 
VLADIMIR 
It is not working. I need go again. 
EVDOKIA 
Can they not be treated when we get home? 
VLADIMIR 
Even Moscow will not insist I travel if it jeopardize my eyesight. 
EVDOKIA 
What the point in delaying? 
VLADIMIR 
You want me go blind? 
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EVDOKIA 
You exaggerate. 
 
Vladimir is stubborn. 
 
VLADIMIR 
That not what the specialist say. Is serious. 
 
149. INT/EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE CANBERRA. NIGHT 
 
Evdokia paces, alone in the house. She goes to the curtains, shuts them, thinks she 
sees a shadow. Tiny pin pricks of a lighted cigarette. She turns on a light. A car 
engine bursts into life and a car cruises slowly past. 
She exits, moves through shadows of bushes to find extinguished cigarette butts 
outside their front fence. She picks them up, examines them closely. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
150. INT/EXT HOSPITAL CANBERRA 
Evdokia runs inside, checks at a desk 
EVDOKIA 
My husband. Vladimir Petrov has accident in car 
 
NURSE 
Down the corridor to the left. 
 
Evdokia runs down a corridor, turns left looks around wildly goes to an open door 
Inside, Vladimir is in bed, dazed, his head and arm bandaged. Evdokia goes to him, 
hugs him, then sits beside him. 
 
EVDOKIA 
How did it happen? 
 
VLADIMIR 
I lucky to be alive. 
 
EVDOKIA 
(whisper) 
Your eyes.... 
 
VLADIMIR 
It a truck behind run me off road.... 
 
EVDOKIA 
Is what police say? 
 
He looks evasive. 
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151. INT VLADIMIR’S CONSULAR OFFICE 
One week later. 
Vladimir’s injuries are healing. He has the insurance policy in front of him when 
Evdokia enters. She looks at him enquiringly. 
VLADIMIR 
The insurance is not up to date on the car. 
EVDOKIA 
How could you let that... 
(snaps) 
VLADIMIR 
We have money in bank to cover if they ask. I use car privately. 
EVDOKIA 
Why you not give me to pay? You should take more care. 
She exits. He sits looking at the policy. 
152. INT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE CANBERRA. NIGHT 
Days later. 
Evdokia wakes to find the bed beside her empty. She moves through the darkened 
house to find Vladimir in the kitchen. She is about to switch on the light. He hisses 
VLADIMIR 
Don't do that. I think they watch us. 
He moves to peer out of the window into the garden. A whispered conversation: 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D) 
I find footprints outside. 
Evdokia joins him by the window. 
EVDOKIA 
You too? When you were in Sydney I found cigarette butts. Russian. 
Then it is our own doing the watching. 
Vladimir is shaking. Evdokia is alarmed by his mood. 
VLADIMIR 
These charges against us, Doosia. Of starting a Beria group. 
I did meet him. Only twice but they will use it. 
She places a restraining hand on his arm as he becomes more agitated. 
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VLADIMIR (CONT’D) 
I see the files of the assassination department, the registry in 
number 12 Dzerjinsky Square... I know where the executioner lives... 
I know directly from Bokov, who was one of our cypher clerks how 
he was co-opted to murder a soviet ambassador, hit him with one 
blow of an iron bar in his office in the middle east, because 
intelligence reveal the ambassador was about to defect... they know 
I know, Doosia... they know I know these things.... 
He slides down onto the floor shaking. She sits beside him. 
EVDOKIA 
Stop. It is Lifanov. And now Generalov. They are attacking the 
MVD through us. We can defend ourselves when we get to Moscow. 
VLADIMIR 
Do you think they will let us get to Moscow? Was Trotsky safe 
on the other side of the world? I know how they did that too .... 
our deaths could be already planned ... 
EVDOKIA 
Stop it! Stop it! 
She takes hold of him and shakes him hard until he stops. Pause. 
VLADIMIR 
I would rather kill myself than live in terror all my life. 
Waiting for a bullet. Or poison.... 
153. INT VLADIMIR’S CONSULAR OFFICE 
Vladimir has returned from a trip to Sydney, in better spirits. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
VLADIMIR 
Our return has been delayed due to my eye condition. 
EVDOKIA 
It is only temporary, Volodya. 
VLADIMIR 
What do you mean? 
EVDOKIA 
It was only flying that was the problem. We are to return by ship. 
Vladimir’s hopes are dashed. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
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It is booked already. 
 
154. INT/EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE CANBERRA. DAY 
He eats his breakfast, watching Evdokia pack crockery. 
EVDOKIA 
Perhaps I could give this to Masha. They have little enough. 
 
She looks to her husband who nods distractedly. 
 
VLADIMIR 
It could still change, Doosia. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Of course. We have done nothing wrong. The Central Committee 
will see that. 
 
The dog barks. Vladimir goes outside. She watches through the window as he pats 
Jack, throws him a stick. 
 
She moves outside to join him. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
What of Jack? Have you asked Philip if he will take him? 
 
Vladimir pats the dog then throws the stick again. 
 
VLADIMIR 
This is a good country don't you think Doosia? 
 
She is immediately wary. 
 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D) 
The people are friendly, there is sunshine.... plenty to eat... 
 
EVDOKIA 
(urgent whisper) 
Aren't we in enough trouble? Why do you talk like this? 
 
VLADIMIR 
There are chicken farms here near the city, not too far. I 
grew up on farm...I know about chickens.... 
 
 
Chickens....? 
EVDOKIA 
 
He looks at her hard, asking the question, aware she fully understands what he is 
asking. She firmly rejects it. 
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EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
We are Soviet citizens. Good party members. What trouble 
we face when we get home, we face together. Understood? 
 
She glares at him 
 
 
Volodya? 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
 
He nods slowly in agreement. 
 
 
Of course. 
VLADIMIR 
 
She watches him, troubled, as he goes back inside. 
 
155. INT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. 2ND APRIL 
 
Vladimir’s mood has changed. He seems almost cheerful. Sitting in his shirt and 
underpants. 
 
VLADIMIR 
Shouldn’t I wear my best suit? 
Evdokia is pressing his every day working suit. 
EVDOKIA 
Save it for a more important occasion. 
 
Vladimir smiles to himself. 
 
VLADIMIR 
Greeting my replacement not important enough? 
 
EVDOKIA 
I not know why that amuse you. This one will do. 
(she continues ironing) You return Sunday? 
 
 
Yes. 
VLADIMIR 
 
He returns to the bedroom with the pressed pants while Evdokia sets out his breakfast. 
He returns, dressed. 
He eats. Jack barks announcing the arrival of his driver. 
Vladimir puts his bowl in the sink, goes to the bedroom, returns with his overnight 
bag. 
 
156. EXT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. 2ND APRIL 
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Holding Jack by the collar, Evdokia watches Vladimir drive off inside the consular 
car. He does not look back. 
She watches, feeling uneasy. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
157. INT LOCKYER HOUSE. 4TH APRIL 
 
Evdokia packs their belongings into boxes. She stops, feeds her cat and kittens. The 
clock ticks loudly. She is at a loose end. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
158. INT LOCKYER HOUSE. NIGHT 4TH APRIL 
 
Evdokia washes dishes, wipes them, then checks her watch. 
She goes to the phone, dials. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Hello. I was wondering if my husband Vladimir Petrov have 
check out yet.... 
 
 
(v/o) 
CLERK 
No ma’am, he was not a guest here... 
 
EVDOKIA 
He wear thick glasses, a bit chubby... 
 
 
(v/o) 
CLERK 
I know Mr Petrov, ma’am. He was not staying here. 
 
 
Thank you. 
She hangs up, dials again. 
EVDOKIA 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Hello? Could I speak to Dr Biagaluski please?...... hello Michael, 
it’s Doosia. Is Volodya there with you?...... Oh.....no nothing 
wrong.... he say he be back Sunday is all ...you sure you not 
see him?.... thank you. 
 
She hangs up, concerned.  
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
159. INT LOCKYER STREET HOUSE. 5TH APRIL 
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Evdokia puts down the phone quickly when she sees Koraliev with Ivan passing her 
window. Boxes remain half packed everywhere. 
She opens the door. Ivan looks embarrassed. 
KORALIEV** 
The Ambassador has requested that we escort you to the Embassy. 
160. INT RUSSIAN EMBASSY 
Evdokia stands before Ambassador Generalov in his dark office. 
GENERALOV** 
Evdokia Alexeyevna, I hold grave fears for your husband. He is late back. 
Are you not concerned? 
EVDOKIA** 
No. The nature of his work is unpredictable. He is often late. 
GENERALOV** 
Have you heard from him? Have you tried to contact him? 
Evdokia shakes her head. 
GENERALOV (CONT’D)** 
What was his mood before he left? 
She can smell fear emanating from him. 
EVDOKIA** 
Facing false charges is not easy. 
Generalov won't meet her eye. 
GENERALOV** 
There was the accident in the car a week ago... was that... 
deliberate 
EVDOKIA** 
What are you saying.... has there been another accident... 
Generalov watches her closely. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Are you saying he would take his own life? He would not. We 
are good communists and have every confidence that Moscow 
will prove our innocence. 
The Ambassador looks to Koraliev then back to Evdokia. 
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	   Page	  	   269	  	  
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Why are you saying this? 
 
GENERALOV** 
We are looking for reasons for his disappearance. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
He has not disappeared. 
 
GENERALOV** 
We have been notified by the Australian Government that 
they have your husband. 
 
He hands her an official letter which she scans, shocked. 
 
GENERALOV (CONT’D)** 
What do you think of it, Petrova? 
 
She shakes her head, unable to accept its contents. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
He would not go voluntarily. 
 
GENERALOV** 
Then they have taken him. 
 
KORALIEV** 
Against his will. 
 
GENERALOV** 
Yes. They have kidnapped him. 
 
He looks to Koraliev who nods agreement. 
 
GENRALOV** 
You will stay here in the embassy until your flight to Moscow. 
We cannot allow you to be also kidnapped. 
 
161. INT EMBASSY EASTER 1954 
She is listening to a broadcast 
RADIO ANNOUNCER 
(v/o in the background) 
Prime Minister Menzies promises a full judicial inquiry into 
the defection of soviet spy Vladimir Petrov, third secretary 
of the Russian Embassy who has forsaken allegiance to his home 
land to seek asylum in Australia leaving behind wife Evdokia.... 
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Koraliev bursts in and switches the radio off. 
 
KORALIEV** 
These are all lies. Do not pay any attention. 
 
She watches him unplug the radio and exit with it under his arm. 
Evdokia gazes out of a widow, a captive. Masha enters with a sandwich and a glass of 
milk on a tray. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
This is not fair on you that they keep me in here. It is your room. 
 
MASHA** 
We will survive. And you will too, Doosia. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
They have taken away the radio. 
 
MASHA** 
And they have forbidden me to bring you the newspapers. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
The Australian Prime Minister said Vladimir has defected. 
What do the papers say? 
 
MASHA** 
You know I cannot read. 
 
Masha hands her the food. Evdokia puts it down. 
 
MASHA (CONT’D)** 
Try not to worry, Doosia. You know this must be propaganda 
from the Australians. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
They said he had left me behind.... 
 
A knock on the door and Masha exits leaving Evdokia contemplating. 
 
162. EXT EMBASSY 1954 
 
Evdokia walks in the garden with Masha as Koraliev approaches. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
That letter from my husband that I wrote a response to. Has it 
been sent? 
 
Koraliev’s closed face tells her they haven’t. 
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KOVALIEV** 
Stay away from the boundary, we do not want you taken 
also before you leave tomorrow. 
She is ushered away from the hedge apologetically by Masha as Koraliev watches 
then he moves back inside. 
163. INT/EXT. SOVIET EMBASSY - CANBERRA 19TH APRIL, 1954 DAY 
(as scene 1) 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Nothing with Australian newsprint. It would be taken as 
evidence at my hearing. 
Masha nods her understanding of the precaution. 
MASHA** 
Of course. I did not think. (indicates a jumble of men’s clothing) 
What about Vladimir’s things? 
EVDOKIA** 
The same. Leave them. 
Koraliev enters, nods for her to follow him. 
164. INT. SOVIET CANBERRA - CANBERRA 19TH APRIL, 1954 DAY 
SFX: noisy crowd calling for Evdokia’s release. 
Inside  an  austere  room  with  heavy  furniture,  Evdokia  stands  before  the  Soviet 
Ambassador, Generalov, who speaks softly in reassuring tones. Koraliev watches. 
GENERALOV** 
You’ll be accompanied to Moscow by Second Secretary 
Kislitsyn and two diplomatic couriers. Your escorts are armed 
and will protect you against being kidnapped like your husband. 
You will not be left alone for one minute. 
He smiles at her, as though offering comfort. 
Protect me. 
EVDOKIA** 
GENERALOV** 
We only have your welfare in mind. 
She looks at him cynically. 
GENERALOV (CONT’D)** 
When you arrive in Darwin airport, you will remain in the 
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lounge, talking, playing cards and laughing to give the appearance of 
being a casual party of tourists. 
 
Evdokia nods her acceptance. She then appeals. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Nikolai Ivanovich, I told you I am afraid of punishment when I 
arrive in Moscow. On account of my husband. 
 
Generalov looks at her solicitously. 
 
GENERALOV** 
Evdokia Alexeyevna, I gave you my guarantee you will not 
be punished. 
 
She fights to keep her frustration in check. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I did not ask for your guarantee. I asked for a guarantee of 
immunity from the Soviet Government. You said you would 
send a telegram telling them I am innocent. 
 
Beat. He nods, though his attitude remains solicitous, his eyes are cold. 
 
GENERALOV** 
There has been no reply. But you have no need to be alarmed. 
 
Evdokia’s bravery falters when she hears the lie uttered. 
 
165. EXT. SOVIET EMBASSY, CANBERRA, 19TH APRIL, 1954, DAY 
 
Evdokia is bundled into the back of the black Cadilac, which drives through the gates 
with a squeal of tyres, quickly scattering the angry mob ... Evdokia, terrified, cannot 
shut out the fear of death... 
 
166. INT/EXT MONTAGE/ STILLS/STOCK FOOTAGE 
(as scene 7) 
Feet walking down stone staircase followed by several pairs of feet in uniform boots, 
rifles held loosely from hands 
Prisoners lined up in front of a mass grave they have just dug. 
A lone prisoner in the Lubyanka is lined up against a stark wall. Guards take aim. 
167. EXT. HIGHWAY/INT CAR TRAVELLING 19TH APRIL, 1954 DAY 
Sfx: gunshot 
The black Cadillac heading towards Sydney, suddenly swerves to avoid an animal. 
Inside the car, Evdokia seated in the back between her two couriers Jarkov and 
Karpinsky, doubles over, terrified. 
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168. INT/EXT MASCOT/PLANE 1954 
Stock footage /recreation of the crowd waiting at Mascot airport when Evdokia, very 
distressed, is dragged by Soviet couriers, with a shoe missing through the waiting 
crowd who surge around the steps of the waiting BOAC aircraft trying to stop her 
boarding the plane. 
She is terrified when the crowd pulls the steps away from the aircraft. 
Police finally overcome the crowd pushing the stairs back and the Soviets board the 
aircraft. 
169. INT PLANE 1954 
Evdokia sits in the nearest seat. A steward pauses beside her. 
EVDOKIA 
(quietly) 
They say he kidnapped. My husband. 
He places a hand on her shoulder sympathetically. 
STEWARD 
(quietly) 
I don’t think so. 
She looks at him enquiringly then to her companions who are distracted settling in. 
Karpinsky turns to her suddenly. She covers, looks at her bare foot. 
EVDOKIA 
I scared by crowd. Want to kill me. 
STEWARD 
No. They were migrants from the Baltic states trying to stop you 
from leaving. 
Evdokia looks at him confused. 
STEWARD (CONT’D) 
It’s true. They feared for your safety if you return. 
Evdokia tries to take it in. 
Later. Evdokia now sitting further inside the aircraft looks desolate beside Kislitsyn, 
the two guards, Jarkov and Karpinsky are behind her. 
Karpinsky leans forward. 
KARPINSKY** 
You’re doing very well. 
She nods. 
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The plane takes off. 
Evdokia looks out at the lights disappearing below. 
 
Later 
Karpinsky and Jarkov are asleep. Evdokia makes her way to the bathroom limping 
with one shoe missing. She slips off the other shoe. 
Inside the rest room is a small bed and hand basin. As Evdokia washes her face, Joan 
the stewardess notes her stockinged feet. 
 
JOAN 
I could lend you a pair of mine. They might be a bit big. 
 
She disappears and returns with a pair of black high heeled sandals. Evdokia is 
grateful, slipping them on. 
 
 
Thank you. 
EVDOKIA 
 
JOAN 
How do you feel? 
 
Evdokia can hold back no longer and breaks down. 
 
JOAN (CONT’D) 
If there is anything I can help you with let me know. 
 
EVDOKIA 
I want see my husband. Do we stop in Melbourne? 
 
JOAN 
Sorry. The only stop is Darwin. 
 
Evdokia breaks down, cries without restraint before reigning in her grief. 
 
EVDOKIA 
(resignedly) 
I no chance ever see him again. 
 
Joan has sympathetic tears in her eyes at her grief. 
 
JOAN 
Rest here for a while. 
 
Evdokia shakes her head. Sips the glass of water Joan hands her and resolutely returns 
to her seat. 
Later. 
Evdokia returns to the rest room where Joan is sitting with the steward. The steward 
leaves with a look at Joan. 
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JOAN (CONT’D) 
You still look afraid. Is it the people who are escorting you? 
 
EVDOKIA 
(nods) They have guns. 
 
She returns to her seat. Kislitsyn orders beers for the group. 
Joan speaks to the steward who heads toward the cockpit. 
Later. 
Evdokia again visits the bathroom. The steward is waiting. 
 
STEWARD 
Do you want to stay in Australia? 
 
EVDOKIA 
Can you help me find my husband? 
 
He pats her arm sympathetically. 
 
STEWARD 
Don’t worry. Everything will be alright. 
 
Evdokia returns to her seat. 
 
STEWARD (CONT’D) 
(v/o on intercom) 
Ladies and gentlemen we are about to land in Darwin. 
Refreshments are available in the terminal.... 
170. INT PLANE/EXT DARWIN AIRPORT APRIL 1954 
Dawn. Evdokia looks out as the plane bumps over the tarmac. 
Stairs are moved to the exit. All passengers disembark except the four Russians who 
remain steadfast in their seats. The steward approaches. 
 
STEWARD 
I’m sorry all passengers must disembark here as we are refuelling. 
 
Disgruntled, the two couriers and Kislytsin remain seated. The steward stands his 
ground. Reluctantly the Russians move. 
 
171. EXT PLANE DARWIN AIRPORT APRIL 1954 
 
Karpinsky, then Jarkov head down the stairs, followed by Kislytsin with Evdokia 
bringing up the rear. A small group of men are waiting at the bottom of the gangway. 
As Evdokia steps onto the tarmac, a pleasant looking man approaches. 
 
LEYDIN 
I am Mr. Leydin, a representative of the Australian Government. 
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I have been authorized to ask whether you wish to remain 
here and to seek political asylum. 
Evdokia looks around quickly to see her escorts have kept moving ahead. She looks at 
him, desperate and indecisive. 
EVDOKIA 
If I chose to stay here then my family could be punished.... but 
if I go back, I will be imprisoned ... or shot... 
LEYDIN 
I am aware of your difficulty which is why I ask whether you 
want to stay. 
EVDOKIA 
I cannot choose...... I cannot choose for myself... you understand? 
You choose for me... 
LEYDIN 
It must be your choice. 
EVDOKIA 
I cannot... please... give me poison. . 
Leydin shakes his head sympathetically. 
She looks toward her escorts, caught in an impossible decision. 
EVDOKIA 
What has happened to my husband? 
LEYDIN 
Your husband is alive and well. 
Though he appears genuine, she remains suspicious. 
She notes Kislytsin watching, appears to be about to come to her then he is distracted 
as the couriers are confronted by Australian Federal Police demanding they hand over 
their firearms. Both couriers resist. Karpinsky then has his coat pulled back forcing 
him to the ground as he is disarmed. A news camera flashes. Kislytsin argues about 
diplomatic immunity to no avail. Evdokia takes advantage of the commotion. 
EVDOKIA 
(whispering) 
(she indicates her escorts discretely) it is different if I am 
kidnapped like my husband. 
LEYDIN 
Your husband was not kidnapped. He requested asylum. You 
too must choose for yourself. Think it over. I’ll talk to you again later. 
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Evdokia remains confused and suspicious watching him walk away. She then moves 
to join the Soviet entourage, who are indignantly muttering in Russian about being 
disarmed. They move as a tight group toward the airport lounge. 
172. INT DARWIN AIRPORT/SAFE HOUSE APRIL 1954/ 
The group sits playing a card game, attempting nonchalance. 
Evdokia is aware of Leydin moving around at a distance, watching. 
Later. 
As passengers are moving toward re-boarding, Leydin approaches. 
 
LEYDIN 
Mrs Petrov, your husband is on the telephone. He’d like to 
speak to you. 
 
She is lead to an office phone, her escorts and Kislytsin follow. She takes the phone, 
trying to hide her emotions. 
 
 
Hullo. 
EVDOKIA 
 
Intercut as necessary with Vladimir on phone in safe house. 
 
 
(v/o) 
VLADIMIR 
Doosia, Doosenka, it is I, Volodya... 
 
She recognizes his voice but does not reply 
 
 
(v/o) 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D) 
It was the lies told about me to Moscow that forced me to stay ... 
of my own choice. I was not kidnapped... 
 
The Soviet escorts crowd her in, she feels their threat. 
 
EVDOKIA 
No, it is not him. It is not my husband.... 
 
Kislytsin watches her face closely. 
 
VLADIMIR 
(v/o pleading) 
...Don’t you recognize me? I know it is you. Doosenka, I am 
alive and well and I beg you to stay too. Stay here with me. 
If you go back you will never see your family again, you will 
not see our home... 
 
The couriers muscle in on her. Leydin is watching closely. 
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EVDOKIA 
No, you are not my husband. Good bye. 
She slams the phone down. Kislytsin and the couriers back off. They nod to Evdokia 
to follow them back to the lounge. Evdokia blinks several times. Leydin watches 
closely, believes he detects a wink. Leydin takes the opportunity to approach her. 
LEYDIN 
Would you like to speak to me alone? 
Kislytsin turns to him angrily, starts to move back to her. 
KISLITSYN 
She not want talk. She come with us... 
There is a glass partition with a door which Evdokia has surreptitiously moved 
toward. 
EVDOKIA 
Yes. I like talk to you. 
Leydin quickly ushers her through the door which is shut and locked on Kislytsin and 
the escorts. 
Behind the safety of the locked door. 
LEYDIN 
I will ask you again Mrs Petrov, do you seek asylum in Australia? 
She watches Kislitsyn and her escorts still protesting. 
Yes I do. 
EVDOKIA 
Leydin nods and smiles. He nods to security guards. Evdokia watches as the guards 
lead her former colleagues away. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
173. MONTAGE SEQUENCE: 
Evdokia gets into a car with Leydin, smiles as a news camera flashes. 
Evdokia, looking more relaxed, sips tea at Government House in Darwin with the 
Governor and his wife. 
Evdokia boards a plane for Sydney with an ASIO escort. 
Intercut as necessary 
DISSOLVE TO: 
Vladimir, sweating nervously, exits to the front verandah of the safe house looking 
anxiously down to the road below. 
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An Asio agent, Richard, looks up from where he is playing solo, then continues his 
game, discretely watching. A plump motherly woman, Mary, sweeps the side yard. 
An air of expectancy pervades. 
A large black limousine sweeps the bends travelling toward the sparsely populated 
outskirts of Palm Beach. 
Evdokia sits stiffly beside the driver, a stocky, sandy haired Asio agent, John. 
JOHN 
Do you like the sea? 
She doesn’t respond. 
Nearly there. 
JOHN (CONT’D) 
She twists a handkerchief in her hands. He smiles encouragingly. She stares straight 
ahead. 
174. EXT SAFE HOUSE PALM BEACH APRIL 1954 
The car swings into the driveway, Vladimir goes toward it, then stops, unsure. 
Evdokia alights slowly.  He moves toward her, goes to put his arms around her thinks 
better of it. She glares at him. 
EVDOKIA** 
How could you do that to me. 
VLADIMIR** 
Doosia, I...we....(talk inside) 
He indicates their audience of Asio operatives leading her inside. She shrugs off his 
arm when he takes hers, walks ahead of him up the stairs. 
175. INT. BEDROOM SAFE HOUSE PALM BEACH. APRIL 1954 
She faces him angrily. 
EVDOKIA 
I didn’t know what had happened to you.... You said nothing 
to me. Nothing. 
VLADIMIR** 
... it was safer for you to know nothing. 
EVDOKIA** 
They kept me captive. I thought they would kill me. 
Because of you. On the way to the airport, or on the plane... 
She is now distraught : grief mixes with anger. She pummels his chest with her fists. 
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EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
(shouting) You left me behind ....you just cast me aside.... 
Vladimir is taking shelter against her tirade near the window. He looks out as John, 
unloading a small suitcase from the trunk, turns toward the shouting. Their eyes meet. 
Evdokia has backed away as Vladimir closes the window. 
VLADIMIR** 
I tried to tell you, ask you to stay. You would not listen. 
She brushes it aside. He pleads. 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D)** 
(pleading) 
I trusted ...if you changed your mind... the Australians could get you out. 
EVDOKIA** 
(shouting) 
How am I ever supposed to believe you really wanted that? 
How Volodya? 
Evdokia stares at Vladimir who has no defence. Pause. 
VLADIMIR** 
We can make a new beginning in this country. 
EVDOKIA** 
...the people here will think of us only as traitors....... 
VLADIMIR** 
...they have treated me very well. Did they not treat you 
well in Darwin... 
EVDOKIA** 
... to our own country, to our own families .... (beat) My 
mother, my father, my brother, my little sister. What will 
happen to them now... 
She becomes distressed as she thinks of them. 
VLADIMIR** 
Your family would rather know you are alive, Doosia. Alive and well. 
EVDOKIA** 
And how will they find out? You know they will never be told .... 
DISSOLVE TO: 
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176. EXT  GARDEN  SAFE  HOUSLater.  Vladimir  walks  with  his  wife  who 
maintains a distance. 
VLADIMIR 
They will want interview you. 
EVDOKIA 
You think I not know this? 
She turns and walks back inside. 
177. EXT SAFE HOUSE VERANDAH 
Richard has a tape recorder running, also takes notes. 
RICHARD 
Tell me a little more about your security work. 
EVDOKIA 
I am rank of Captain in NKVD. I work in cyphering. You know 
what is? 
Richard smiles, nods. 
RICHARD 
Could I just clarify one point... you typed the coded cables, 
then your husband photographed them sending the negatives 
to Moscow.... 
EVDOKIA 
Yes. Only he not so good with camera. I photograph for him. 
RICHARD 
Your code name, Tamara, how was that chosen? 
Her mood changes at the name. Pause 
EVDOKIA 
(quietly) 
Is my sister. My sister’s name. Easy remember. 
Beat 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Is painful, much painful remembering ... 
RICHARD 
We’ll stop there for today then. 
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He stops the recorder, watches as she walks in the garden. 
 
178. INT. PALM BEACH SAFE HOUSE 1954. 
 
Evdokia sits alone on her bed. She looks across to see her 14 year old sister Tamara 
sitting beside her, staring coldly. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Please forgive me. 
Tamara continues to look at her accusingly. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
I would never want to abandon you. You know, don’t you? Never. 
 
Tamara remains silent, unforgiving. Evdokia pleads with her. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Are you alright? 
 
Tears fill her eyes as she looks to the now empty space beside her. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
179. INT/EXT PALM BEACH SAFE HOUSE MAY 1954 
 
Evdokia is reading the newspaper when Vladimir appears on the verandah with 
Richard who has a bottle of beer and glasses. 
 
EVDOKIA 
When hearing about us, about spying (indicates paper) this 
Royal Commission. When it start? 
 
RICHARD 
Very soon. The court ... 
 
VLADIMIR 
Is court hearing? We have be in court room? 
 
RICHARD 
No need for alarm, it’s not a judicial hearing... 
 
EVDOKIA 
We tell you all what we know in interview already. 
 
Richard sees the Soviet couple is not happy. Richard explains. 
 
RICHARD 
The Prime Minister’s attempt to ban the Communist Party was 
only narrowly defeated and still holds the interest of the public... 
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EVDOKIA 
This your politics. Have nothing to do with us. 
 
RICHARD 
There is an election coming up. The timing of your defection has 
been construed by the opposition to be very convenient. 
 
VLADIMIR 
Why I care about election ... I worry what happen in Moscow 
about Beria accusation. 
 
RICHARD 
..and... the question of a re settlement allowance... 
 
EVDOKIA 
We have more in bank account in Moscow that is taken from 
us now we stay here... 
 
VLADIMIR 
I give you documents, hundreds of names... 
 
RICHARD 
...and the revelation of a Soviet spy network existing in this 
country is politically explosive. Something of this magnitude needs a 
public forum. It is how it is done here. 
 
Pause. 
 
EVDOKIA 
To prove what we say is true. 
 
Richard nods. beat. 
 
VLADIMIR 
It same with Gouzenko in Canada. He go in special court hearing. 
 
RICHARD 
Exactly. Once this is over you’ll get new identities, be relocated 
and you will start your new lives. 
180. INT BEDROOM SAFE HOUSE. NIGHT 
Evdokia is in bed, reading. 
Vladimir enters from the bathroom in his pyjamas, stands hesitant to enter the bed. 
Evdokia looks up at him, beat, then she throws back the blanket for him to get in. 
He  does  so  gratefully.  She  continues  reading.  He  takes  the  hint,  retrieves  his 
newspaper, puts on his glasses and reads also. 
 
181. EXT VERANDAH SAFE HOUSE/EMBASSY END APRIL 1954 DAY 
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Vladimir lays out bacon scraps for a kookaburra as Evdokia emerges. 
VLADIMIR** 
He come every morning now for feed. 
He watches delighted as the bird swoops down brazenly. Evdokia, at a distance, is 
also amused. 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D)** 
We will get through this. 
He is reassuring himself more than his wife. 
182. INT SAFE HOUSE JUNE 1954 
Taking out pin curls, Evdokia brushes her hair into place, then turns to her husband. 
How I look? 
EVDOKIA 
VLADIMIR 
Very smart but we hidden behind masks. Like Gouzenko. 
Vladimir ties his tie, brushes his suit while Evdokia dons  her suit jacket and pins a 
small hat on with a hat pin. 
A knock on the door and Richard sticks his head on. 
Ready? 
RICHARD 
Both husband and wife cover their unease with a smile. 
183. EXT. ALBERT HALL CANBERRA MAY 1954 
Stock footage/recreation of the arrival of the Petrovs at the start of the Royal 
Commission into Espionage. Newspaper cameras flash, as the Petrovs are beseiged by 
reporters. Vladimir looks uncomfortable, rabbit in the spotlight. Evdokia takes it more 
in her stride. 
184. INT ROYAL COMMISSION 1954 
Evdokia is called to verify Vladimir’s activities. 
INTERROGATOR 
Your husband made many trips to Sydney did he not? 
He did. 
EVDOKIA 
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INTERROGATOR 
The purpose of which was to set up what he describes as a 
line of illegal operatives? 
EVDOKIA 
I not know all details of his work. 
INTERROGATOR 
We are given to understand that this term “illegal” applies 
to one without diplomatic immunity who, in the event of a 
diplomatic crisis and withdrawal of the embassy, would still operate? 
EVDOKIA 
Yes that is meaning. 
INTERROGATOR 
Did he make such contacts? 
EVDOKIA 
You have to ask him. He give names. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
Later 
Ted Hill, barrister representing the Communist Party takes over cross-examination. 
HILL 
By taking the oath Mrs Petrov do you know exactly what you 
have done? 
EVDOKIA 
I know what I do. 
HILL 
What do you mean, Mrs Petrov when you say you understand 
what you have done in taking the oath? 
EVDOKIA 
That I have abandoned my country. 
HILL 
You would agree with me that dialectical materialism involves 
the rejection of a belief in God? 
EVDOKIA 
I am not now a Communist, and that which is denied by 
dialectical materialism no longer apply to me. 
Evdokia is visibly shaken by the interrogation. Hill is only just warming up. 
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185. INT/EXT CAR TRAVELLING 
 
Richard drives the stony faced Petrovs back to the safe house. 
 
RICHARD 
How are you finding the commission? 
 
Evdokia and Vladimir stare straight ahead. 
 
RICHARD (CONT’D) 
Is it as you expected? 
 
EVDOKIA 
We not know what to expect. 
 
186. EXT PALM BEACH HOUSE/BEDROOM. 1954 
 
Evdokia watches as Vladimir takes off his suit. They speak quietly. 
 
VLADIMIR** 
We were totally exposed. Outside, inside. You heard me say 
”like Gouzenko” and he say yes. Gouzenko had mask. We 
there for world to see in photographs. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
187. EXT VERANDAH SAFE HOUSE JULY 1954 
 
Over breakfast, Vladimir shows newspaper with pictures of the arrival at the court on 
the front page. 
 
VLADIMIR 
Look, all over newspapers. Our pictures everywhere. They could 
find us. 
 
Evdokia butters toast thoughtfully. 
 
EVDOKIA 
You think we not safe? If they want, they will find, Volodya. 
 
VLADIMIR 
It make easier for them. 
 
They eat in silence. 
 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D) 
(quietly) 
I did not like they bully you. That Doctor Evatt and that 
other one... Hill... 
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She holds up a cautionary hand as Margaret approaches to clear the table. Margaret 
bundles the dishes onto a tray assisted by Evdokia who gives her a smile. Margaret 
exits. 
 
VLADIMIR (CONT’D) 
(quietly) 
I give them hundreds of names yet they doubt us? This not 
what I thought would be like. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
188. INT NURSING HOME ROOM. 1990 
 
Evdokia sits beside her husband reading a copy of The Petrov Affair by Robert Mann. 
She shows the cover to Vladimir. 
 
EVDOKIA 
What he know? Why anyone want read his book now? Is 
long ago news. 
 
She looks for a reaction from Vladimir who blinks. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
How many write about us? Your Dr Biagaluski, this (shakes the 
book) historian professor ... so many books... and no one want to 
read what we write.... 
 
She looks to Vladimir and nods as though he has agreed. Then she notes a paragraph 
in what she is reading. She leans in, angry. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Why you say this? Why you say it my idea you make receipts 
with Michael for staying his place? And my idea you use tax 
free alcohol business with Michael? Why you say this? 
 
She glares at him. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
I good accountant. You not need say anything... 
 
He watches her closely, blinks again. She inhales. Beat. Then nods. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
You right. Is long time ago... and now it not matter. (She smiles.) 
I never think this day come, Volodya. 
 
She gets up, walks to the window. His eyes follow her. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
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Today I can forgive... everthing... even prostitutes..... 
She notices Vladimir avert his eyes. She leans over him, forcing him to look at her. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Oh, you think I not know?  (she looks at him hard as though 
answering him) No, they not lies. I know back then too, 
Volodya. I always know. 
She straightens his blankets forcefully, tucking him in as though into a straight jacket. 
Then she sits, softens a little. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
But people here not understand ... sometime you have to do 
things .... not so good things for job. But I still not like. 
Pause. She leans in, conspiratorially 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
I come to hate you for what you do to me - my family. Oh 
I defend you when they say you a drunk, you not so good spy 
- but here... (hand on her heart) in here Voldoya... I find 
hard to forgive. 
His eyes roam her face, they fill with tears. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Even when Tamara find me through Red Cross.... and I can 
write to mother and sister.... and know they safe... write is not 
same as see and hold... not same 
She looks at him appealingly. Pause. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Today - different. Today it all come right. 
She leans over and wipes away his tears and kisses his cheek. 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Today I can forgive. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
189. INT EXT MELBOURNE AIRPORT 1991 
Amongst a crowd at the International Terminal in the Arrivals hall, Evdokia checks 
the arrival time of a flight from Moscow. 
Evdokia anxiously spans the faces at the arrival area. 
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A  slightly  plump  but  attractive  woman,  Tamara,  (54)  exits  from  customs  also 
scanning the crowd. 
The two women recognise the other and walk beside each other one each side of the 
barrier until they can finally embrace, tears streaming down their cheeks. 
190. EXT BENTLEIGH HOUSE 1991 
Evdokia sits with her sister on a sheltered verandah. The table has many photographs 
spread over it of her old life in Moscow and since Evdokia left. 
Evdokia also has photographs and an album of newspaper clippings of her life since 
defection. 
The two women sit together. A magpie calls. Tamara listens, delighted. Evdokia’s 
face lights up. 
EVDOKIA 
Magpie it is called. Such a lovely song. I hear it first morning I 
here. I think then it good omen. Is enchanting? 
Tamara looks at their modest but comfortable surroundings. 
TAMARA 
You have make good life here, Doosia. 
EVDOKIA 
It take long time. Volodya never really settle to it. In Russia 
KGB is like big corporation. He have important job. He feel 
like he somebody. Here, he nobody and he no like. He especially 
hate the Commission. 
Tamara doesn’t understand. Evdokia opens up the album and shows her. Tamara 
reads one. 
TAMARA 
You make a “spy-film heroine’s entrance”. And here another... 
you give “magnificent performance. There was artistry in every 
touch  -  downcast  blue-grey  eyes,  an  appealing  smile  momentary 
sadness, furrowed concentration giving way to dimpling laughter...” 
Evdokia smiles. 
TAMARA (CONT’D) 
You like movie star. “...it was difficult to realize that this 
was an espionage inquiry and the story she told so lightheartedly 
was terrifyingly real...” 
EVDOKIA 
They afraid, the Australians, mostly thought communism was 
a two headed monster... 
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TAMARA 
Not communism. But Stalin yes. He cast a long shadow. It even 
reach you down here. 
 
They both remember the pain of the separation. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Show me those. 
 
Evdokia starts to finger through Tamara’s photographs, sad as she remembers. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
Mother in the old apartment. 
 
TAMARA 
She would not leave even when new one offered. 
 
She holds up a photograph of a younger Tamara, who wrinkles her nose. Evdokia 
laughs. 
Evdokia finds an old photograph of Roman amongst the others. She becomes very 
still. 
 
TAMARA (CONT’D) 
Roman Krivosh. Did you ever see him again? 
 
Tamara watches her sister remember. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
191. INT MOSCOW APARTMENT 1947 
 
Evdokia and Vladimir enter an apartment where a small social gathering is taking 
place. Vladimir heads for the drinks. Wearing her newly acquired Swedish clothes 
Evdokia is admired enviously by her friend, Anna. Evdokia takes a package from her 
bag. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
For you. It is your colour... 
 
Anna unwraps a beautiful sweater. She hugs her friend, delighted. Evdokia laughs as 
Anna puts the sweater on immediately, her eye is suddenly caught by a man watching 
on the other side of the room. He smiles and nods at her. 
Evdokia looks at him not recognizing him, she turns away. When she looks back the 
man is still looking at her. She then realizes who it is and her heart skips. 
She slowly moves over toward him. 
 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D)** 
Roman. Is it you? 
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ROMAN** 
Doosia. You look as charming as ever. 
 
She is saddened at how desperately thin and poorly dressed he is, that two of his teeth 
are missing. 
Pause. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I wrote every week. Every single week for two years. 
 
He looks at her sadly. 
 
ROMAN** 
My little Murzilka. 
 
She fights tears at the remembered endearment. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
You wrote with the expectation that I would receive your letters 
while I, who also wrote every week sometimes twice a week, 
knew you would never receive mine. 
 
He takes her hand gently. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
Such is the world we live in, Doosia. 
 
She looks around quickly. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Be careful what you say. 
 
ROMAN** 
I am of no interest to them now. I was released in 1941 to 
fight in the war which proves they knew I was innocent. 
 
He drops her hand, takes a battered picture of baby Irina from his pocket and shows it 
to her. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
Our baby died, Roman. 
 
ROMAN** 
I know. My mother told me. 
They both remember. Pause. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
You did not get to know ...what a beautiful child she was... 
I wonder... every day if I could have ... 
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ROMAN** 
No, no, no, you must not blame yourself. 
 
He kisses the photo puts it back in his breast pocket over his heart. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
She stays here. Always. 
 
He  looks  away.  Beat.  Then  he  looks  to  where  Vladimir  can  be  seen  laughing, 
enjoying a drink. Evdokia follows his gaze. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
I know about Petrov also, Doosia... 
 
EVDOKIA** 
I waited but I thought you were... 
 
He waves her protest aside as though it doesn't matter. 
 
ROMAN** 
Your career survived? 
 
She nods. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
I am very pleased to hear that being with me did not destroy 
that for you. 
 
EVDOKIA** 
And you, Roman, what of you now? 
 
ROMAN** 
Me? Don't worry about me. I still have my writing. A little is 
published here and there. 
 
He looks again to Vladimir enjoying the company of friends. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
It was better our baby knew a father's affection for what little 
time she had... Petrov is a good man. 
 
He looks up, sees Vladimir looking around. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
He is looking for you. 
 
Roman stands, squares his shoulders, gives her an impish wink, for a brief moment he 
creates an image of his former self. 
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A sudden urge, an intense longing passes between them. She reaches for his hand. 
Their eyes meet and hold. 
Vladimir has seen them, is heading toward them. 
Evdokia moves closer, unable to break the moment. 
Roman pulls back, Vladimir stops, watches. Roman gives Evdokia a little mock bow. 
 
ROMAN (CONT’D)** 
I am delighted to see you looking so charming and well. Please 
forgive me for all the distress I brought to you by persuading 
you to marry me. 
 
He kisses her hand, moves away carrying himself with dignity he turns momentarily 
and their eyes meet again before he slips through the door. 
She watches him retreat, feeling the loss. 
Vladimir turns and rejoins his drinking buddies. 
Evdokia takes a moment to compose herself before joining him. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
192. EXT VERANDAH EAST BENTLEIGH HOUSE NIGHT 
 
Sitting  with  her  sister  in  the  garden,  Roman  smiles  out  at  Evdokia  from  the 
photograph, the effect on her sister is not wasted on Tamara. 
 
TAMARA 
I see Stalin not only one to cast long shadow. 
 
She notes Evdokia’s silence. 
Tamara shuffles through other newspaper cuttings, skims them frowning. 
 
TAMARA (CONT’D) 
These say not very nice things .... About Volodya. 
 
Evdokia nods. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Not talk of that now. Tell me... about...home... 
 
TAMARA 
You would not recognise Moscow, very different.... 
 
Tamara picks up the newspaper cuttings of the Royal Commission again, fascinated. 
 
TAMARA (CONT’D) 
All these photos. Like a film star. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Volodya make my life very difficult. He not like the photos. 
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Tamara has been waiting for her moment. 
 
TAMARA 
I will be living with my sister the celebrity. 
 
EVDOKIA 
Not like to be celebrity ... 
She stops, absorbing what her sister said. 
TAMARA 
I am staying Doosia. I am not going back. I am staying here with you. 
 
Evdokia stares in delight at her sister. 
 
TAMARA (CONT’D) 
Do you want me to stay? 
 
EVDOKIA 
Of course! Of course I do ...I not dare hope.... 
 
Tears of joy sparkle in her eyes. Tamara is also tearful. Evdokia holds her sister’s 
hands. 
 
 
 
THE END 
EVDOKIA (CONT’D) 
I am home now. 
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APPENDICES 
Appendix A: The principles 
1) Textual fidelity: addressing concepts of interpretation. This is the elephant in
the room: despite scholarly debate about adaptation moving away from textual fidelity 
toward a discussion around the inter-textual nature of adaptation, industry remains 
attached to prioritizing the initiating text. This, though it would seem to be primarily 
connected to business: that is, an established readership should provide an audience 
guarantor, there can be other loyalties at play. It is vital to establish at the beginning if 
your project will be a close reworking from one medium to another, or a less literal 
interpretation, and whether you and your producer share the same view on what this 
means in practice. 
2) Identification of the central driving force within the narrative: this is a
complex process that clarifies themes, structure, characters and character journeys, 
tone, voice, audience and aesthetics, all of which need to be teased apart then 
rearranged. Though these can be discussed as separate elements, they operate both 
individually and cooperatively in a screenplay. It should be noted, that these essential 
components listed above are not exclusive to the adapted screenplay, and, in general 
screenwriting guides usually provide detailed discussion as separate entities. 
However, as this project focuses on the screenwriter as a secondary author, I have 
concentrated in this principle upon the subtle differences that operate between writing 
an original screenplay and an adaptation as to how these several competing elements 
vie to become the determining factor for the screenwriter . 
3) ‘Singing’ the screenplay into a tour de force: editing/deleting and writing
additional scenes. This requires the screenwriter to take ownership of the emerging 
narrative, engaging with the idea of the palimpsest, something that retains the 
familiarity of the original whilst offering a new interpretation. 
4) Negotiating factual and fictional imperatives: considering contradictions that
may arise between the text to be adapted and the writer’s additional research: the 
influence of mega-texts on the screenwriter. 
5) The author and subject: moral and ethical considerations involved in
respecting the initiating author’s work, and in the case of narrative based on fact, the 
subject of that narrative. 
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Appendix B: The interviews 
1) Interview with Sue Smith & John Alsop Tuesday 21st April 2009
The interview was informal, conducted in my home at Birchgrove from 10am to 1pm. 
Though I started with a set of questions, the style of interview was free flowing, or a 
“snowballing effect”. I started with some questions and then let the interview run 
where the respondents wanted to take it. 
My Brother Jack 
Q. Were you commissioned to write the screenplay – yes 
Q. What appealed about the book – did you consider it a masterpiece? 
John : yes,  though they (the trilogy) were in descending order 2nd  book then came 
Cartload of Clay was more of a meditation of where he was at – brutal in honesty, 
then in the hierarchy came My Brother Jack – in other words, they got better as they 
went along 
Q. Re textual fidelity – is this a consideration for you? 
John - important but it is relative… 
Sue – quite tricky this element – our scripts were made significantly worse during 
production and editing process – had to write a whole lot of voice over – we didn’t 
enter the scripts to the AWGIES because we didn’t think they represented our best 
work 
John - all went well until the first drafts up til then we were protected from the 
network – Andrew ( knight) EP he was behind us – he dismissed the notes from the 
network – across the course of this (from first draft to final) it started to unravel - the 
network is not the villain but a series of competing egos of five EP’s being well paid 
but acting like amateurs 
Network EP (Masters) 10 not the problem not of an interfering bent but it was not the 
right network had already decided to go for the younger demographic so this was 
(aimed at) the wrong audience but generally speaking they were supportive,  2 
Granada EP’s local and English. (Off the record)The real menace was Milliken who 
came in after the first drafts. Initially (first drafts were) well received but it all then 
fell into a hole but with (Master’)s arrival it revived – then Milliken appeared – she 
was the advocate for a very literate adaptation. 
First problem - book difficult (for adaptation) had no action or dialogue – John had no 
qualms putting dialogue into the character’s mouths – Charmaine had previously 
adapted it – which John hadn’t seen at the time – seen since – thought it a raw 
production but has a domestic truth, rather good casting. 
When it was in hiatus – discussion about directors – Beresford was suggested but it 
was raised that along with him would come Milliken – but it ended up we got 
Milliken anyway but not Beresford – director Ken Cameron – ((Sue and John) had 
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worked with before but not a completely enjoyable relationship – (Brides of Christ) – 
Ken delivered something – more pretty than we would have liked, but it got the 
audience. We think our vision, a grittier version, would have got a bigger one.) 
Between the two – Milliken and Cameron – they put together the least useful of casts. 
Cameron professed to love the first drafts – goes away, comes back, hates everything. 
His view, our approach to the project – our writing styles are very different – Sue and 
John defend the need to have different styles because the book changes so 
dramatically. Cameron brought a very reverential approach – cannot change anything 
from the novel. Sue had approached Johnston’s depiction of domestic horror with a 
slight edge of satire and Ken was not going to have that. Ken insisted it unfold point 
by point – that whole passages of material which had to be reinvented dramatically 
had to remain as on the page in the book. Example, I (Sue) had approached the 
wartime in a more stylized way, he insisted on a more literal approach. Sue tried to 
quit then withdrew after being promised by the director that he would not take a 
wrecking ball to it - then he continued to do so. 
Q. Do you think there is a difference between adapting actual rather than fictional 
characters? 
John – I don’t think it would have made any difference to Cameron if they were 
fictional or factual characters he is a literal man – and I think he thought it would be 
much better if he had written it himself. He wrote the adaptation of Monkey Grip 
(Garner (author of novel) hates it). 
The fact that this is an adaptation, if you have hostile producers and directors and 
everything is triangulated through the novel how then is it an adaptation? So instead 
of saying we don’t like what you have written, they say this is not in the book, they 
use it as a weapon. 
Anyone that has adapted anything knows you have to create scenes. At one point the 
producer was re-writing Sue’s work using dialogue from the book which was 
inappropriate. We would be told these dreadful cobbled together scenes could be 
changed but if we dared to do so, she would fall back on that she was the authority, 
she knew George and Charmaine. 
When you are writing the first draft you try to hit as many fours and sixes - the big 
moments - the things that make it sing. At the second draft you try to catch up the bits 
you missed. 
If you are in a hostile situation, you just keep trying to bat away all the flack, so 
nothing improves all you do is minimize the damage. 
Writers were told they were not getting “on the trolley” with them. 
By this stage they are starting to cast, writers sit in dismay – they cast someone (Matt 
Day) totally not suited to the part – we had structured it, written it as a young boy, a 
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teenager, a young adult and adult. The decision was made that Matt could play (with 
the exception of the child) all the parts which was at odds with how it was written.. 
Flash forwards – was there to carry a little story of its own, offered an opportunity to 
put slabs of the (sub text of the) novel in. Stuff was being added during  the 
production all the way through, once finished they cut it, writers called in instructed 
what to write in the voice over. 
John had written a scene which dramatized Johnston’s internal feelings, to pose 
questions: who is this man, what are his demons around what we are being told. 
Milliken was horrified took out the bit of him about to hit the unseen woman and 
became another man at a typewrite scene. Voice over was there to explain what was 
on the screen. 
Q: What are the ethical rights of the screenwriter versus the rights of the author. 
John: we both subscribe to the view adaptation is not about producing the 
transposition to the screen for people who are too lazy to read. Tried to take the view 
from a contemporary audience -what does this mean to them.(MBJ) One of our 
instructions was to turn it back to an absolutely traditional relaying of material from 
its sixties point of view. 
Andrew (Knight) – never commanded his full attention – there’s a motif of the pond 
skimmer – that is Andrew – he comes and dips into things – in his own way he 
became a bit of a menace, he became the compliant writer to run up scenes when Sue 
and John were considered too obstreperous to do so. He didn’t mean to become part 
of the problem (but he did).because he has had decades of experience of re-writing. 
Has a very fertile mind, is very quick, and he was the “Johnny on the spot”. 
I think Ken (Cameron) fundamentally felt they had coarsened Johnston’s material and 
to that end his solution was to go back to an absolute renditions of the material. 
Question: Do you consider it necessary to replicate the voice of the author? 
John – would put it – they attempt to preserve the intentions of the author – not the 
voice – looking for a different currency of the same value – and otherwise there 
would be no interest in writing it – you bring a certain amount of conceit you want to 
bring your own voice to bear – you weave that into the structure. 
Sue - or at the very least the author has tried to grapple with a number of themes and 
arguments and (you) probably push those you lean to yourself harder than others – 
and it is a mistake to try to do them all. 
In My Brother Jack it is that he is a journalist and he delivers it to you as a journalist – 
so you can translate that – just that raw data on the page you have to make it breathe – 
the book is Johnston grabbing the reader by the ear – it could be called Jack’s Brother 
ME – but the screen is something different. This is where we fell out of favour. 
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Once you have to make other characters stand up in their own right and behave in 
credible ways you have to serve them in three dimensions to really give them their 
moments – they may or may not have been in the book. That’s what Sue did with 
Cressida – 
John - Sue did wonders of bringing her to life – but all she got was “this scene is not 
in the book” you are expected to show this man’s entire life shines once he meets 
Cressida but there was nothing (no drama) to demonstrate this. Producers insisted just 
the mere presence of the actor (Karvan) would bring this to the screen. 
Sad for a seminal piece of Australian literature because it will never be done again – 
Anyone on this production will tell you they were done over including Ken Cameron. 
A classic case of too many cooks and too much money (and a counter productive EP : 
Milliken). 
Q. Tell me a little about Road from Coorain 
Sue : difficult in so far as Jill (author) hated it – she thought I was a nasty jumped up 
soap opera writer who had trashed her work – (turned it )into something tawdry and 
cheap she (Sue) had portrayed her as a sex maniac who had an affair with a married 
man. 
What happened was that another writer had been employed to adapt in first instance 
and he had a lot to do with Jill and her surviving brother – he quit because Jill was 
treating him like her biographer. Penny (Chapman former head of drama ABC) 
approached John who hated the book and turned it down. (Nick Enright was other 
writer). By the time Sue came on board – Penny – decided Sue should have only 
limited contact with Jill – you can adapt not to her direction – Sue only met Jill once. 
Sue did her own research – and approached it not as a biography of a living person 
but as a drama for the small screen. Biography doesn’t fit with the rules of drama – 
you have to create drama out of history – the book has very few dramatic events (it is) 
written in many sweeping moments – you have to invent the fictional scenes. Jill was 
not shown the script until 3rd draft . (Sue) The reason I agreed to write it – the central 
relationship between Jill and her mother I felt I could have a go at trying to make 
sense of it – partly due to her (Sue’s) own family background (testing relationship 
with own mother). By then Penny had resolved it wasn’t a mini series but a telemovie 
– prism of young child then young woman with mother. In order to do that I had to
dramatise the mother relationship – had to invent how to demonstrate “my mother and 
father were happily married”. 
In the memoire there is a “male friend” Jill privately admitted him as a lover who was 
married he had since died and told Penny and was okay to use the information so Sue 
used the material. Jill took exception and became a transatlantic missile. She hated 
the adaptation. She had signed a release form so she could not litigate otherwise I 
think she would have – Sue made as many changes to satisfy her concerns and those 
of her surviving brother as she could without compromising the screenplay. In 
hindsight, I would not do that again.  (not not have a relationship with Jill) and the 
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way I approached Bastard Boys was the polar opposite. Road to Corain was a 
learning experience for that. – Not an excuse – it was the producer’s decision to 
protect the screenwriter from too much interference – she thought after the first 
experience (Nick Enright) she would never get a production. 
John: Dead authors are easier to deal with. Huge difference between a work of fiction 
and a memoire. MBJ is a work of fiction. John hated the voice of the author 
(Coorain)– so did Sue, so what she did was to create a character who you wouldn’t 
dislike, she didn’t really adapt in that sense. The novel spoke to a whole lot of women 
who chose to expatriate for career choice, viewed as iconic feminist text. Sue’s script 
is what was shot and she will stand by it as a piece of writing. 
Sue - Better reference for me is Bastard Boys – the way I approached that was 
interviews with key personnel where they provided me with material that could be 
dramatized I did, where they provided background material that required 
dramatization – I gave them first drafts to read. (A lot of great) Off the record stuff 
would have made it a better drama if I could have used it. I nibbled at the edges of it 
to enhance the drama. There are still key personnel who will still say “that didn’t 
happen” etc. that was difficult because I felt a big responsibility to people who were 
still alive, who had been very generous and hadn’t signed a release form. Sue built up 
a relationship with these people. 
When we got the response back from Jill it was always going to be negative. What 
was interesting was the reaction of everyone else who felt Sue had been faithful to the 
book – to the intention of the book rather than the actual events. If you agree to 
participate in the process – you’ve fictionalized yourself – you really don’t have a leg 
to stand on. As Jill would never have liked it, she should not have agreed to have it 
made. 
John – to be fair - a lot of water had passed under the bridge from when it was written 
(book) to when it was produced as television. Treatment was agreed to by the 
producer in Boston. 
Sue - It was terribly vexed. If I did another I would engage with them (author). I 
don’t feel guilty about the Road from Corain as I think it’s a good piece of work and I 
think Jill emerges as a sympathetic figure. I think I did honour her and her life but I 
think if I were to do someone’s story again who was still alive I would engage with 
them. 
John: As the adaptor you have to find what connects you, the writer, to the material. - 
you have to find there’s room to put you in there. Balancing act of honouring the 
original writer and the original material, the readers and your own audience who may 
be a different age group, what it’s got to offer a contemporary audience – and 
honouring yourself and what connects you and deciding whether you want to devote a 
chunk of your life to it. 
Sue: Don’t do this (an adaptation) because you think it will be easier,( because there is 
an existing story/characters) because it is harder because you start off with one hand 
tied behind your back. 
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John – I’ve wasted the best part of a decade on three adaptations – two remain - in 
both cases I came to the material thinking I am going to reinvent this and make this 
mine. One I initiated the other was offered – the worst of all possible worlds – Penny 
didn’t have much respect for the book – big vast body of material about Darwin – 
Darwin fanatics are like train spotters -= became completely fraught on every level - 
walked away. An Imaginary Life – still going - partially blank slate for adaptation – I 
can do what I want with the material. We were both approached to do an adaptation 
of Johnno – came to the conclusion it would make a good documentary. 
Remembering Babylon might adapt for the stage. Imaginary Life is dramatically the 
most coherent. The novels of a poet, they need to adapt to a poetic form. Malouf is a 
dream to work with. 
2) Interview conducted with Ian David Saturday 14th February 2009 10.30 am
until 1.00pm at my home, 49 Short Street, Birchgrove. The method used was the 
same as with Susan Smith and John Alsop, that of the “snowballing” effect. Although 
I had a list of questions, the interview followed its own path. Questions were only 
used occasionally as prompts. 
Q. (Regarding novel to film adaptation) where do you start? 
ID: The Shark Net – Robert Drewe called it a memoire – auto biographical account 
of his first 25 years, yet I thought he was having two bob each way – interesting 
departure – I saw it that he wanted to give it the patina of being completely factual but 
found he had imposed himself into the action of the story. i.e. put himself on the edge 
of the crowd as a witness yet was never there. 
RD said he had no interest in what I did with it, was disparaging of television 
generally so didn’t care what I did with it. When he realized I was going to research 
the background for myself, attitude changed. I discovered that dates and ages didn’t 
add up, in fact Drewe appeared to have dropped 5 years off his age. So I found it to be 
a constant blurring between fact and fiction. 
ID: What it reveals is this bifocal reality. Each of us believes there is this cold, fixed, 
set reality and that is called the truth which has impermeability about it. People who 
are creating a version of events, e.g. writers, know there to be a duality. It depends on 
perspective, what is absolutely true. The human mind when looking at memory and 
story know there to be a subjective and objective reality and both have a truth about 
them. 
Example given of Abo Henry saying he wouldn’t be caught dead in a plaid shirt and 
Rogerson saying he didn’t smoke cigarettes 
ID: Going back to Shark Net, again, all discussion transpired around trivial details, his 
mother’s pet name of Dot being shown as Dottie which he found objectionable yet he 
had inserted himself into fact when he wasn’t there. 
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ID: There is a reluctance to articulate subterranean motivation which is what the 
screenwriter wants so the novelist attacks the objective to undermine your subjective 
view. 
ID: Positive side to this – dialogue – what will be remembered is abuse or insults – 
someone calls them a name, remember the emotional impact. 
ID: So long as you don’t overstep the emotional peak….. if the “witnesses” like the 
representation they will agree that is exactly what they said, though of course you 
have no idea what was actually said. (Joh’s Jury), they will say reading the dialogue 
was like reading the court transcript. 
Q: Do you see a difference between writing an adaptation based on actual events 
(Joh’s Jury and Blue Murder) and fiction? 
ID: Never go into it with the intention of changing events to fit a story. 
ID: My primary task is to understand the motivation of all the characters, then I can 
construct a theory as to why things happened – what does the character want – what 
are they trying to hide – if you can’t see this straight up, walk away. Have done this 
many times. 
Q Where does adaptation differ in this regard to creating an original work? 
ID: Novelists write from the p.o.v. of the reader who makes sense of it from within 
their own imagination. Can’t do that with film. 
ID: I see the author of the novel as another character.. only ever look at my position 
in it at the end, can’t do it at the beginning, that would be wrong, would place wrong 
emphasis 
ID: It’s about finding the voice of the writer, the one they used in the novel. 
ID: I think you have to replicate the tone/voice. You agree to render all of the 
characters faithfully, including the author, to not do so would be dishonest – 
Q Do you have the same attitude toward the story in the novel? 
No - not necessarily the story – the events, but all structure/story comes from the 
character anyway. 
Q Would you consider this the same with a biographical piece or an autobiographical 
piece? 
The adapting screenwriter still has an obligation to remain faithful to the voice of the 
author unless there is a gross dishonesty in the story. 
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The way the events in the story are connected needs an underpinning theory on the 
way a life was lived for me to be able to postulate on the connecting tissue. Example. 
Hitler’s disruptive/disturbed childhood led to his later atrocities. 
I don’t actually believe in events, actions in a story as random, nothing is ever random 
if it has no relationship to characters – if a random event comes in at the end it’s just 
plot. 
When you compile all those (story) events, I take an emotional temperature of each of 
those moments – chart highs and lows, have to build to the high point in scene/ then 
sequence, each of these moment then directly connect to the emotion of events. 
…will highlight the events – emphasise for dramatic effect eg after exhausting all the
possibilities 
The fundamental reason all the big events happened, the main person is driving the 
action… 
Broke my own rule (Blue Murder) Rogerson antagonist, Neddy Smith protagonist 
came about late in the piece. Had fantastic things happening, events, discovered 
whilst writing what the motivations of the characters were to produce the events – 
started wrong way round. After about 18 months it didn’t work. Director send first 
draft script to an actor (Brian Brown) who agreed to play Rogerson but wanted the 
role increased. Went from two hander, Drury and Smith, to three hander, Rogerson, 
Drury and Smith. 
Based on two contradictory accounts – one an ABC (publication) and one a police 
version. After reading, realized both books were myopic had to connect to character 
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Appendix D)  Images of Evdokia Petrov 
Image 1: 
Evdokia Petrov being escorted by Soviet officials to the plane to take her back to Moscow 
http://vrroom.naa.gov.au/records/?ID=19003 
Page 311
Carol	  Williams	   PhD	  Thesis:	  	  	  Whose	  story	  is	  it	  anyway?	  
Image 2 
Evdokia loses her shoe 
http://www.heraldsun.com.au/news/law-order/the-1954-petrov-affair-sparked-a-huge-public-scandal- 
in-australia-as-russian-spy-defects/story-fnat7jnn-1226475982853 
Image 3 
Immigrant crowd from Baltic states attempts to prevent her leaving 
http://www.heraldsun.com.au/news/law-order/the-1954-petrov-affair-sparked-a-huge-public-scandal- 
in-australia-as-russian-spy-defects/story-fnat7jnn-1226475982853 
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